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INTRODUCTORY LETTER. 

BY REV. R. W. CUSHMAN. 

RET. MR. DENISON, 

Dj^ar Sir : — Accept my thanks for the speci- 
men from the neat volume of Poems you have 
in press ; and allow me to express the hope that 
it will meet with such reception from the public, 
as will induce a much more frequent indulgence 
of your muse. 

The gift of poesy should be cultivated by 
those who possess it. It is a divine talent, and 
one of the most effective, for good or ill, with 
which our nature is endued And, when it is 
sanctified by piety, and consecrated to virtue, 
to rational liberty, and a just love of country, it 
ought to be cheered onward by public favor. 

Many of your pieces are already widely 
known and admired : and, scattered as they 
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6 INTRODUCTORY LETTER. 

have been, along the streams of our periodical 
literature, for ten years past, they have prepared 
a goodly fraternity, of those who love the voices 
of the heart, to welcome a volume which is to 
; collect and present the best of them together. 
With sincere good wishes for your success in 
this endeavor to profit and please, 
I am, dear sir, 

Yours, in Christian affection, 
R. W. CUSHMAN. 
Boston, April 7, 1845. 
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INVOCATION. 



The doity reeorda of the bye-gone days, 

When Learning*! ions were crowned with literal bays, 

When Learning's groves with laurel palms were hung, 

And Learning's halla with praise or censure rang, 

Were full of figure on each typic page 

That tells the story of a barbarous age. 

Nature and Science, Power and Art combined, 

Stamped their rude types deep on the Pagan mind ; 

And even Religion stood before their eyes 

In bodied genius peering from the skies. 

Prophets, Apostles, Priests, among them bore 

Beatic glories never known before ; 

Each seemed a god, and each received the name 

Of fabled deity, enshrined in flame. 

Thos, as the tale in Heathen tomes is told. 

Rose GA1.LI0PB — incarnate nymph of old ; 

Who, deified in her poetic thrill, 

Was throned sublime on Fame's immortal hill ; 

Where now, in classic song, she yet is throned, 

By Poets honored, and by Sages owned. 

High on her mount she sits, erect and fiiir. 

Breathing rich odors through the ambient air ; 

Her rol)e is trailed in many a starry fold ; 

Around her feet etherial clouds are rolled ; 

And on her brows, with ringlets intertwined. 

The crowning wreath is gloriously reclined. 

Her throne is adamant, as chrystal pure, 

And fixed, eternal ages to endure ; 
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Helmets and crowns, sceptres and swords are hers, 
And kings and queens her humble worshippers. 
Her lookf is Light ; her voice, is Music's own j 
Her sway, the realm of man's abiding zone. 
This is our Calliopc — majestic namo 
The ancients gave her on the heights of Fame ; 
Tes ! this is Poetry — creative Power, 
Sprung from the God-head, in creation's hour. 
Oh! Thou! great'Giver of this glorious boon, 
Thyself enthroned in uncreated noon. 
Pour on the muso that would Thy gift portray, 
The lustrous radiance of immortal day. 
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THE AMERICAN VILLAGE. 



CANTO I. 



THE ARGUMENT. 



Golcbmith*! Anbnrn—- A Country Home — The Villafe-^ 
Feudal Ranki— The Pilgrims — A Free Faith. 

When Goldsmith, on Parnassian heights of yore, 
Swept, with a master's hand, his harp-strings o'er, 
Not for the city's praise his lyre was strung — 
The Country Village was the theme he sung. 
" Sweet Auburn! loveliest village of the plain, 
Where health and plenty cheered the laboring swain,** 
We hail thee here, all o'er this distant strand, 
Immortal village of our father-land ! 
Sweet Goldsmith, too, not Britain's bard alone, 
The daughter claims him as her mother's own« 
Were GoldsiAith here, and did his fingers play 
In skilful movements o'er his chords to-day. 
His theme, like ours, would wander from the crowd. 
The noise, and crime, and wo of cities proud. 
Far from the mart of masts, the hum of strife. 
To the dear, clustered homes of woodland life. 
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12 AMERICAN VILLAGE. 

Here, where, like tombs reared over golden duBt, 
The piles around us keep sepukhral trust; 
Where forced existence struggles through a throng, 
And old men wonder why they live so long ; 
Where jostling Care builds altars up to Trade, 
And throbbing hearts are offerings on them laid ; 
Where halls of Commerce, and the vaults of Wealth, 
Are watched, as vultures take their prey, by stealth ; 
How glad the better spirit turns, to find 
Some green Elysium for the panting mind ! 
Who builds his dwelling deep in rustic bowers, 
And spreads around it garnitures of flowers ? 
Who courts the music of the lark at mom, 
And evening notes from murmuring ripples borne ? 
Who sits beneath the shady leaTs retreat, 
And rears by clifis and caves his quiet seat? 
He, once the child of Traffic, who has fled 
From the corroding touch of Mammon's tread ; 
From masses rushing to the bubble goal. 
Where millions sacrifice to gold the souL 

O, ye, who think that real joy is found 
Within the city's dissipated round. 
Who make your sun by Wealth, and flutter where 
The breath of Moloch taints the vital air; 
Ye may be gaudy, ye may shine and float 
In borrowed splendor o'er your kindred mote ; 
Ye may soar forth in pomp along life's maze, 
And share, almost alone, the millian's gaze; 
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AMERICAN TILLAOB. 13 

But ah ! how little do ye know of bliss, 
Who live in cities such a life as this ! 
Come to the country ! Leave the dusty town, 
Where mind to matter bows so slavish down ; 
Roam the free hills, among the vallies tread. 
And where your native streams in freedom spread ; 
Turn from the turmoU of the rattling streets, 
; Where breezy forests nurse their placid sweets ; 
And ye shall cease to wonder why the lyre 
Tunes for the country every grateful wire. 

The Country Village ! 'Tis the pride, the strength. 
The glory of our land, from breadth to length. 
No tyrant's hand within its gates is seen. 
And Desolation saddens not its green ; 
Freedom, as master, ^< grasps the whole domain," 
And a full tillage loads the smiling plain. 
What choked with sedges up sweet Auburn's stream ? 
What waked among its walls the nightrbird's scream ? 
Why did the bittern build its gloomy nest 
Amid its streets, " a solitary guest ?" 
Why withered still are Auburn's leafy vines ? 
Why prone her halls, where lengthened day declines ? 
Why, " trembling, shrinking from the spoiler's hand," 
Do Auburn's children flee Uieir natal land ? 
O, England ! ancient England ! turn thine eye 
Within the drunkard's cup. That tells thee why. 

Not so the village of our youthful soil — 
Not so the garnered fruits of free-bom toil ; 

^ ^ 
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14 AMfiRICilN VILLAGE. 

For though we have no Queens, no Londons h&te^ 

No ruined Aubums in our land appear. 

Range the whole realm, from the Atlantic's tide, 

O'er prairies, to the Rocky Mountains' side ; 

From Northern seas to Mississippi's flow ; 

Fnnn Western hills, to Southern plains below ; 

Where'er rewarded labor tills the earth, 

No desolated Auburn has a birth. 

We have no queenly church, musty as old. 

Nor queenly prelates, iat on queenly gold ; 

No ancient towers, begirt with ivy round. 

Rear their gray turrets on Columbia's ground; 

No gates, nor moats, nor battlements are seen 

Where tottering castles lumber up the green; 

No rocky bastion throws its loyal shade, 

In frowning scorn, upon the cottage glade ; 

But though we have not these, on all our sward. 

Thank Qod, and our brave sires, we have no Icu'd ! 

We have our hoblemen ; but they were given 

Their titles of nobility from Heaven ; 

God's noblemen ; made from His sovereign throne^ 

Their patent of divinity His own. 

Let others sing the praise of royal power, 
Of courtly minaret, and princely tower, 
Strike their proud harps for gain in regal halls, 
And twine their brows with laureate coronals ; 
Be it my task, my pride, my glory here, 
To chaim with village strains each patriot ear* 
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AMERICAN yiLLAOB. 15 

When, quaintly pious and severely good, 
Our Pilgrim Fathers in the desert stood. 
They saw, like Moses on old Pisgah's height, 
The promised land of faith and hope in sight; 
But little did those ghostly palmers dream 
How these wide shores with mUlions now would teem. 
They sowed the seeds of empires. From the sea 
Brought they the prophet cloud of Liherty ; 
And every seed they sowed that cloud has wet, 
And every seed they sowed is growing yet 
Empire on empire in these broad domains. 
Where man as man, not as a monarch, reigns^ 
Shall ripen into harvests, till the field 
Of Time shall give to God its final yield. 
Who made this country what it is ? A band 
Of Christian patriarchs, on a barren sand ; 
A score of villagers, whose garnered names 
Shall live in immortality with Fame's. 
But if the country villages of yore 
Are dear mementos on our native shore. 
Dearer are those by Faith erected now. 
The loveliest chaplets on Columbia's brow. 

How fair the spot ! Come, monarchist, and roam 
In honest truth, my country^s village home. 
Come forth, ye Maryatts ! Come, Trollopes ! here, 
And Hall, and Dickens — sipping, in the rear ! 
Ay, plunge your pens in wormwood, and proclaim | 
Our nation's curse, our nation's guilt and shame ; | 
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16 AMERICAN TILLAGE. 

Your hearts must own, howe'er your hands indite, 
Our Country Village bears the palm, of right 
There was a time when witch-craft manias bore 
Their taints among us, &om a foreign shore ; 
When Superstition, throned amid the state, 
Bound man by law his brother man to hate; 
When mitred Ignorance brought staJces and thongs. 
To bum up heresy and scourge out wrongs ; 
But that brief night of darkness now is gone. 
And we are basking in the risen mom. 
The blazing light of Christian Faith ha^ burst 
The gloomy dogmas that New England curst ; 
And though their ruins lie aronnd us still, 
They cannot bum nor scourge the freeman's will. 

The ancient temples where our fathers knelt, 
With gun on altar, and with sword on belt, 
Where savage war-whoops stilled the vesper hymn, 
And through the aisle flitted the warrior grim. 
Their antique fanes may scatter to the ground. 
And not one vestige of their shrines be found ; 
But Freedom's spirit shall among us tread, 
And live, in triumph, 'mid the Pilgrim dead. 



-^^ 
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CANTO II. 



THE ARGUMENT. 

Tbe Villaf e Pastor— Village Teacher— Village Tayern— The Par- 
mer — Increase of Villages — Mount Vernon, MonticellOi ^uincy, 
Tarsus, Bbtblbhbii— Villagers at defenden and citizen*— Pro- 
greii of ImproTOm«nt--Aposir<9be. 

Look at the Village Pastor. See him where 
He walks, serenely wrapped in heavenly care. 
See his calm hrow with purest lustre crowned, 
And hent in serious mood on thoughts profound. 
From year to year, a saint, with God he walks, 
And daily lives the truths he daily talks ; 
His practice with his precept keeping chime, 
Like earth-heard strains from angel harps sublime. 
Behold him now where sickness comes, to wiing 
A brother's firame with keenest suffering ; 
Weeping, with those that weep, the Christian tear. 
Where pallid relics freight the busy bier ; 
: Rejoicing, too, where clustered joys are given 
As first-fruit pleasures of the bliss of Heaven. 
His good is all his people's. His high aim 
Is Zion's hill — not the vain heights of fame. 
Behold the Village Pastor — given to bless 
Grod's chosen people in the wilderness. 
How pure the man — how constant— and how kind ! 
How fair a transcript of th' Eternal mind ! 

2* 



d by Google 



S^ ^ 

18 AMERICAN TILLAGE. 

His heart, no slave to sect, or time, or place — 
Beats oil its pulses for the human race : 
For man in darkness, guilt, in shame, and chains, 
From fartfaerest lands, o'er all his country's plains. 
The outcast drunkard, staggering hy his door. 
Is kindly blessed, then begged to drink no more. 
Not he with keen reproof inflicts new smart 
Upon a brother's torn and bleeding heart; 
Not he, like Priest and Levite, flees the spot. 
Where inebriety has cast the sot ; 
But, bending low, he lifl» the wanderer now. 
And guides his hand to write, his heart to vow. 
O, transformation, wondrous through all time! 
The drunkard sobers, filled with hopes sublime ! 
His buried spirit bursts its cruel ties, 
And kindred risen hail the dead arise. 

The Village Teacher — ^not the pedagogue 
Whom Goldsmith sang — so famed for skill to fiog — 
Is the next gem America may boajst, 
In every virtuous village of her coast 
With science and refinement for his guide. 
The country's teacher is the country's pride. 
How different he firom pedagogue of old— 
The teaching shrew — ^the leaming-&rdeled scold ! 
He wastes no strength his pupils scUlls to beat, 
He throws no cloud of fix>wns about his seat; 
A common man, he mingles with all ranks, 
Nor mounts on learning's stilts to play off pranks. 





d by Google 



iS jgH 

AMERICAN TILLAOB. 19 

A nation's blessing — such a man shall be 
The constant gaardian of our Liberty ; 
For Freedom's temple has its vestibule 
Within the precincts of the freeman's sehooL 
The land is free whose children are all brou|[]it 
Where Christian virtues in the schools are taught ; 
Where temperate genius, throned in learning's halls, 
Rears a free seed to answer Freedom's calls. 

The Village Tavern — what a change is seen 
Since that which Goldsmith saw on Auburn's green ; 
Where Christian power and taste have bid it stand 
The pride and comfort of our native land ! 
No nut brown draughts, stilled by infernal fire, 
With brutal lust the denizens inspire ; 
No brawls are here, no foetid bars, no crowd 
Of gossips, staring, gaping, cursing loud ; 
The weary traveller to its gates may come, 
And find a w^come in a peaceful home. 

The Village Farmer— monarch of the soil. 
Whose well-stored mind gives dignity to toiL 
See him within the field. His manly brow 
Is wet with drops of honest labor now ; 
His skin is brown-^his hands are hard and stifi^ 
But noble deeds they work firom cliff to cliff; 
His breast is brawny — ^but its currents flow 
In generous channels for all human wo. 
Go to his home. Here, by his quiet hearth, 
You learn how mueh a yeoman race are worth ; 
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20 AMERICAN VILLAGE. 

For here are Freedom's altars^-here the fires. 
Kindled and kept for us hy Patriot sires. 

O, could our land all villages be made— - 
Were there no cities on the nation's glade- 
How much less idleness, and want, and crime^ 
Would mark the annals of the present time ! 
From North to SoUth-^from East to West—the tide 
Of cities' currents sets to reefe of pride ; 
: And every hmnan wave that town-ward rolls, 
Bears many a freighted bark on ruin^s shoals. 
'Tis village populations — ^pure and true — 
Who bear a land its greatest tciumjAs through ; 
For few there are among the good or wise, 
Who from the world's large cities take their rise. 
While Vernon stands, and Monticello's dell. 
While Ocean's surf on Q,uincy's beach shall swell ; 
While Avon's stream flows gently by its shore. 
And mountained Abbottsford with winds shall roar i 
While lowland plain and vale, and highland peak 
Shall names immortal from their hamlets speak ; 
While Tarsus, Nazareth and Bethlehem stand, 
Reared and preserved by the Almighty's hand ; 
So long shall Earth's best villages proclaim 
Their primal niches in the dome of fame. 
Were this fair land to be beset to-day 
By foreign troops, in war's begrimmed array ; 
Should battle's thunder roll the streets among, 
And mines of death beneath our hearths be sprung ; 
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Whence would defenders come, like clouds of wrath, 
To sweep the foemen from the city's path ? 
Go, ask of Bunker's heights— of Concord's vale — 
Of Lexington— and they shall tell the tale ! 
Whence comes the sea of Commerce, till it rolls 
Its mighty hillows to the fartherest poles ? 
Whence come of Industry the chiming peals. 
The hum of looms, and tuneful dash of wheels ? 
Whence come her sons, with Art's divining rod, 
And the strong pillars in the house of God ? 
Who build our ships, and plough the fruitful seas, 
; And carve new empires from the world of trees ? 
Who frame and execute our wholesome laws, 
And plead most eloquently virtue's cause ? 
Whose skill assails the inroads of disease. 
As dire contagion freights the passing breeze ? 
Go, ask the birth-place of the men who tread 
Where wealth and power their varied blessings spread ; 
Ask whence those come who wield the most control 
Over the passions of the human soul ; 
And they will point you to some humble spot. 
Some lowly attic in a shaded cot , 

The village speaks — the city hears the strain. 
And bears its echo o'er the world's domain; 
The village speaks — ^and showers of mercy come 
On pagan wastes, to glad the heathen home ; 
The village speaks— dead nations, ftir away. 
Start into Christian life — bom in a day. 
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22 AMERICAN YILLAGB. 

How diferent ours from villages that rise 

In monarch lands, all clad in kingly guise ! 

They are the mere appendctges of towns, 

Like tinkling bells on gaudy caps of clowns ; 

Ours stud the city, as each precious gem 

Fills up with wealth the royal diadem. 
The steam-horse, snorting o'er the iron road, 

As if in pride he bore his convoy-load ; 

The gallant vessel rounding at the quay. 

With paddles dashing up a rain-bow spray ; 

The boatman's horn, where the obedient tide 

Leaps streams, and spans the beetling mountain's side ; 

The lightning telegraph, that flies on chains 

Of fire, and time and space disdains ; 

The tunnelled mountain, pushing from its feet, 

Of cars, and boats, and ships, a freighted fleet ; 

All these, and kindred deeds of wond'rous skill, 
; Proclaim the triumphs of the village wilL 

'Tis not to bind our cities one by one. 

The giant works of art have been begun ; 

But with all this, to link in kindred ties 

The million villages that shall arise. 
^ As commerce spreads, and science girts the world, 

As fetters fall, and despots prone are hurled ; 

As Christianity shall freely pour 

Her healing waters every nation o'er ; 

When drunkard's cups shall never more be filled, 

And drunken poisons be no more distilled ; 
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AMERICAN VILLAGE. 23 

When heathen rites, and ignorance, shall fall 
Before the sceptre of the All-in- All ; 
The village of America will stand 
The chief memorial pile from land to land. 
O, country of our love I Land of our hirth ! 
When shall we hail thee fairest clime on earth ? 
like some hrave ship that surges o'er the tide. 
As well the forest's as the ocean's pride, 
The land we love, and would for aye redeem, 
Shall float in grandeur on Life's flowing stream; 
Her sins all pardoned, all her sufferings o'er, 
Bome on by Time till Time shall be no morer 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



THE SPIRIT-HAND AND VOICE. 

TO THE MEMOKT OF MT MOTHER. 

In childhood's bright and halcyon houis, 
There was a hand which pressed mine own ; 

A voice which waked life's opening flowers, 
With the dew-music of its tone j 

Often that hand would gently twirl 

Around it every straying curl ; 

That voice would blend, full, rich and free, 

In the first gushings of my glee. 

When boyhood's artless days were gone, 
And riper blood coursed'through my veins. 

That hand outspread youth's golden dawn, 
Free from pollution's darkling stains : 

That hand lit up a sun on high, 

To gleam around my being's sky ; 

That voice, my onward course to cheer. 

Caught music from a lofty sphere. 

The orphan's sails have I unfurled. 
And launched my bark on fortune's tide ; 
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28 SPIRIT-HAND AND VOICE. 

Have wooed the fair and changeful world, 

As lover woos his destined bride : 
But that same hand was with me there — 
That voice I heard : " Now on !"— " Beware P 
And both this truth assured to me : 
" The world is foul IirconsTAircT.'' 

Fame hath held up her wreath of light 

Before my young and ardent gaze ; 
But silently the cypress blight 

Was twined among the myrtle bays: 
Again that hand pierced through the gloom 
Which closed around Ambition's tomb ; 
That voice thus urged me to press on— 
"^ A brighter wreath shall yet be won^" 

My spirit since hath reckless cast 

Its pinions o'er a stormy sea ; 
And I have met the chilling blast 

Of darkest, keenest misery : 
But even then — when almost left 
A prey to sin — of hope bereft — 
That hand still pointed me on high. 
That voice spoke to me from the sky. 

Oh! never can my soul forget 
The touches of a mother's love ; 

Around me there are lingering yet 
A mother's whispers from above. 
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The same soft hand is on me now, 
I felt in childhood clasp my brow ; 
The same fond voice is in my ears 
That spoke so sweet in other years. 
Oh ! may I, on the heavenly shore, 
That spirit-hand enfold once more ; 
And, mingling in the angelic strain, 
That spirit-voice oft hear again. 
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30 . DSPARTVRE OF PAUL. 

THE DEPARTURE OF PAUL. 

Dat dawned on old Miletus. Ca0de wall, 
And minaret, and dome, were bathed in gold : 
Through the carved arches of Apollo^s ehrine, 
Within the pillared temple of the gods, 
Obliquely streamed the tide of monung light 
Along the harbor's marge floated quaint barques 
From Lesser Asia ; where, in other days, 
And darker, too, towered high, in warlike guise, 
Rich Persia's fleets. From out the laurelled groves 
Where rapt Timotheus struck his early lyre, 
Issued sweet sounds, that wiled grey Thal^s oh. 
And drew the eye of Anaximin6s — 
His fixed and stem-browed eye — from ofl'the page 
Of his philosophy. The traveUer 
Passed seldom through the streets : the caravans 
Infrequent through the silent gates, and walked 
But slowly to the vacant merchant stalls. 
The Dydomsan god gave to the sun 
His shadows ; and the Sybil's Cave reared up 
Its hideous mouth, and welcome made to day. 
The brow of Cielius, in whose wrinkles hid 
The Seven Sleepers, threw the shades of Night 
From o'er its front, as woman throws her locks 
Of raven back. The dews thrilled *dyingly 
Along the porks, that poured their fragrance out, 
Like balmy streamlets— ^and unnumbered founts 
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Scattered their leaping waters like a shower 

Of pearls. The hanging gardens drooped their leaves 

Beside the turret: and the high tower gave 

Its sentries rest The misted fields, where sheep 

Were crouching low, whose hleatings spoke the wealth 

Of the Miletians, and the kingly walks 

Where none but Caiia's nobles trod, rolled up 

Their dewy shroud, and gave it to be twined 

Around the bosom of the morning sky. 

rr was beautiful ! *t was wondrous beautiful ! 
Yet there were scenes more beautiflil than these — 
On which were poured a purer light than mom's — 
Where sweeter music flowed — ^bright flowers bloomed 
More fair and fragrant—where the waters gushed 
Fresher and pearlier : for our God was there ! 

Paul gathered with the elders. From the church 
At Ephesus, his parting summons called 
A chosen band of mighty men — of men * equipped 
; From God,' with His almighty grace. They pressed 
To bide his charge — in morning's hush to hear 
The voice that worldlings deemed * contemptible.* 
Long years had fled— years of stem toil for God- 
Since first he trod their shores. A lowly man 
In stature, with a meek and quiet step, 
Yet with an eye that pierced the gazer through, . 

From the first day that Asia greeted him, 
Down to the last, he had been ever— Paul. 

* ;; 
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Morning, and noon, and night, 'mid tears and sweat, 
And prayers, he still was Paul. His tears were wiped 
With stones ; his drops of bloody sweat with chains ; 
His prayers responded to by stripes ; his words 
Of love, and faith, and truth, by prison cells ; 
Still was he as at first — great, brave, and holy Paul. 

The hour had come. From all they saw he turned 
His eye, as Daniel erst his glance of hope. 
Toward far Jerusalem. With pilgrim haste 
Shod for his journey, every hour's delay 
Whetted his longings for the Pentacost 
He heard the trumpet-call y he saw the tents ; 
The branches twined in bowers ; and the dim cloud 
Of incense, like the floating light that beamed 
From the Shechinar, marked the great Hallel. 
And as he gathered strength for his last words. 
His soul came down from every flight, and lodged 
Upon them. Every word bore up his heart : 
He seemed to place it in their hands, that they 
Might read the secret throbbings of his souL 
The veins were mountains he had crossed ; each drop 
Of blood flowed as a sea, and told of storms 
That he had weathered ; every tendril twined 
Itself to fetters ; and the cavities 
Looked deep, like dungeons. Every throb proclaimed, 
With tongueless voice, and yet aloud and oft, 
i His testimonies for the living God. 
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And now they rose to piurt The soul of Paul 
Yet throbbed with high and fond imaginings ; 
His bosom held all hearts in his ; and they 
Gave up the current of their thoughts, to flow 
In channels hollowed by his eloquence. 
His life was scanned. His charge was said. And now 
Once more and last he turned his eye toward 
The city of his love. Giving himself 
To prayer, as birds stretch out their wings aloft, 
;; He took his brethren to the mercy seat, 
And left them there. Commending them and all 
To God, and weeping freely as he spake. 
He gently drew himself ftom their embrace, 
And onward went to join the sacred Feast 
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TO ONE IN HEAVEN. 
Sweet spirit ! look upon me now — 

O ! bend thee from thy glorious throne ! 
I long to trace thy angel brow, 

And listen to thy seraph tone. 

A year has fled since thou didst die — 
One fitful, thoughtful, vanished year ; 

Yet thou, methinks, art often nigh, 
My guardian from the better sphere. 

The vase is broken — but the flower 
Pours out its odors on me yet ; 

Earth-borne o'er many a fiugrant bower 
Within the gates of Eden set. 

The bark is wrecked — but precious gems 
It bore to me, cling round my heart ; 

Oh ! not for monarchs' diadems 
With one dear cluster would I part ! 

Bright angel ! thou art hovering near — 
Thy presence is beside me still ; 

Brooding above my pathway here, 
To guide me with an angel's will. 

When at the shrine of prayer I kneel, 
Thy gentle heart is laid by mine ; 

Its sinless joys I share — I feel 
My pulse beat high with bliss divine. 
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My thoughts have loftier, holier range, 
Than was their wont in time gone by ; 

My faith lias flights sublimely strange, 
For thou dost soar with me on high* 

Come near me, Mary ! Let thy wing 

Unfold its starry plumage now; 
Heaven's dewy incense o'er me fling. 

And waft me at its throne to bow. 
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THE POISONER AND HIS VICTIM. 

FART I. 

The hand of death was on him. There he lay, 
In utter agony, upon his bed 
Of straw ; his sunken eye upturned and fixed 
On vacancy ; his mouth distended wide ; 
And gasping oft for breath, like a shot bird 
Beneath a noonday sun. His face — how wan! 
While o'er it fleetly passed, like a black cloud 
Over a sterile waste, the darkling frown 
Of hopeless, deep despair. Around him stood 
His sobbing ofispring — noisy in their woe ; 
And as their cries burst from each aching heart, 
Their clamor seemed to shake the hovel's roof. 
Forsaken ones! no mother had they there 
To hush them still in love. The dying man 
Had bid them all adieu — ^had cast them forth 
Upon the wide, bleak world, unguardianed heirs 
To a poor beggar's will— a drunkard's name. 

There entered one with reckless step, and look 
That boldly mocked this harrowing scene of death. 
He gased, with tearless eye and blanchless cheek, 
Upon the wreck which he himself had made : 
Then, seizing on his victim's quivering hand— 
Which seemed instinctively to dread his touch — 
With saintly voice, but fiendish heart he asked, 
^ My neighbor, know'st thou me ?" Loud groans replied 
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In tones of piexeing flound. The sufferer tunied, 
And fixing on his visitor an eye 
That told onatterable things, he said: 
^'KnowyouP alas! 0,GeDl toowellldo! 
You ! who have strapped me of my earthly all ; 
Have heggared me add mine : have made ray life 
A hell on earth ; and now for me have op^ 
The blazing- portak of a Hell to come! 
Look at this frame, so weak and haggard now ; 
Look at this hovel— squalid misery's den — 
At those dear innocents, and list their sobs : 
Then hence-^and to the spot you call your home ; 
But, as you go, tread lightly o'er the grave 
Of her, my murdered wife. Bethink thee, 
That but for knowing you, I now might have 
A frame as healthy and as strong as yours ; 
That the cold hand your own has dared to touch, 
Might still have labored on to gather up 
The treasures of the, soil, and joyous cast 
Them in my partner's lap, a future store 
For yonder helpless orphans ; that this hut, 
Which charity to me has kindly loaned, 
That I might here be sheltered from the stonq^ 
And close my outcast days beneath a roof-^ 
By you has been exchanged for that which cmce 
Was minex^mine by the purchase of my daily toiL 
And now begone ! My spirit loathes thy sight 
But stop — remember we must meet again! 
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Meet at the bar of Him whose Bearchiiig ken 
Has marked you, every step. TDl then, farewelL* 
He ceased. His face was flushed ; and in his eye 
There shone a brightness not of earth, wMdi passed, 
Like swift and fiery arrows, tfaarongh the soid 
Of him who trembling listened. He had pourevt 
The scorching torrent of hi» curses out. 
Till it had dried the secret fount of life ; 
And thus, while burning in its fires, he diedt 
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THE POISONER AND HIS VICTIM. 

FART II. 

The reeuzrectkm momiBg came, and aJil 
The dead arose; I rose to view, that moro, 
A sight that angels never saw before. 
It was the laeeting of two horrid §caiaa ; 
One was the murdered drunkard's, early dead : 
The other, his who lured him to the grave. 
O, awful meeting ! As the gravel raised 
Its rattling shroud, and forth their bodies sprang, 
Clothed in their dismal immortality. 
The ghastly drunkard slowly, keenly turned, 
And fixed his blazing eyes, kindled afresh. 
On him who shrank before his burning glance, 
To seek again a shelter in the tomb. 
" Spirit ! Why gaze on me ?" he moaning cried ; 
" Who art thou ? Know- st thou me ?" 

" Know thee ? Know thes ?" 
Loud shrieks replied : " Ay, murderer ! well do I ! 
And dost thou not know me — thou child of Hell ! 
Dost thou not know this is the Judgment morn ? 
Know'st thou my threat to meet thee here to-day ? 
I know thee ? Stand ! diou doomed, uncaverned fiend ! 
Ay, well I know thee ! Well I knew on earth, 
Thy damning arts that swept me to the grave ! 
Stand forth ! Look, now, on yonder flowery spot ! 
There rose to Heaven my angel wife— my babes. 
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Go r wad tte inwriptioiM on theb tflml«^ and «!» 

I In the cold ground, I have remembered thee ' 
Look on me, now! I «n the munlered ma, 
Thou sawe* die: ya«, «* my murdereN- 
The monster-seller ofthe infernal fire 
That buraed my body, and shall bum my sonl ! 

Away^ On, with me to the barf Shrink not. 
My neighbor! thou didst work for pay, and thou 
Btalt have it, interest on, wrought to the ftilJ, 
Above my putrid dust Thy debt of death was has 
Ago amassed— and long shall be thy pay; 
For thou Shalt have it through eternity. - ' 
Away ! Away ! The trumpet calls again. 

Up i We must meet our Judge. 
I told thee so, 

When dying on my bed, in yonder world, 

By Its dissolving embers lighted on 

To its own grave. 

I told thee we should meet 
Agam : and we have met, O, murderer! 
On! on! for stiU the trumpet calls! It calls 
*w thee, thou poisoner! I will be with 
Thee at the bar; a witness, summoned there 
To caU on God to damn thy soul wiA mine !» 
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THE POISONER AND HIS VICTIM. 



PART III. 

The Judgment Tbrone was set On either handy 
All living mortals stood b^ore the Jud^. 
There stood the Drunkard— there his Murderer! 
For once they met in close society, 
And equal footing bore them as they stood. 
From the old Earth, now burnt, their flight was. done, 
As jQpom the tondi to Judgment they had flown. 
Twas hoirid work that made them separate, 
And new 'twas horrid still to see them meet 
'' Hal " cried the Diunkaxd, ^ art ihou here at last ? 
I have been looking long to see thee here ! 
The pirate hordes have come ! The cheats, the bawdsb 
The liars and adulterers, have oome ! 
The sinners are all besomed from the Earth ; 
Hell is all emptied to receive its doom ; 
The Heavens are winged to wait as witnesses. 
And now, to seal the Judgment, thou hast come ! " 

The man of blood ftll back, and shook, and sought 
To speak in tones ef vengeance ; but his s^t shrank 
Beneath the glances of tiie Drunkard's eye. 
As when he stood beside his dying bed. 
" My neighbor," low he moaned, " why look so fierce ? 
Why shriek so dread ? Did I not sell for pay ?" 
*' Ay, that thou didst ! " yelled back the victim-soul : 
** And lo ! the hour of settlement has come! 
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It were a pity thou shouldst toil and sweat, 
To make of me an idler— pity 'twere 
That thou shouldst lie, and cheat, and steal, and kill, 
To make of me a beggar in both worlds— 
Ay, 'twere a thousand pities thou shouldst do 
All this, so many years, and lose thy pay ! 
Come to this Bar, and we will close aceouttts, 
By the strict Book your Judge and mine has kept! 
The farm you robbed me of; how much for tiMit t 
My wifb and children killed; how much ibr them?' 
My body cnudied— my hopes ; for them how much P 
And how much for my soul, now doomed- to Hell ! 
Nay \ start not back! Come to the settlement ! 
He is most just with whom we hove to do! 
Take for thy stripes, the wo on me and mine ; 
A beggar's nakedness take for thy garb ; 
Take for thy blood-dro^, breaking orphan's hearts ; 
The widow's scalding tears take for thy drink ; 
Take for thy breath, the sighs thy victims heave ; 
Yon deepest, darkest pit take for thy home ; 
Take for thy work, what once it was on Earth, 
Kindling up fires for Satan and his fienda! 

^ This is our settlement ! And here we part I 
But mark me, neighbor ! yet again we mei^t. 
For 'tis my special care to see thee paid ! " 
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THE POISONER AND HIS VICTIM. . 

^ PART IV. 

Ages had rolled away. The world was burnt 
The Judgfment doom was fixed. The gates of Hell 
Were shut, and all witiiin shut up to punishmeiit. 
Far in the midst there was a cave, all deep) and dtok, 
And in that cave the ruined Drunkard sat 
He thought of Earth. His memory dew baek 
Amid the scenes he knew, in time, and bore 
Her dreadfiil treasures' of remembered crimes 
Within his cell, and lavish poured them all 
Upon his guilty soul. Shrinking he sank 
Beneath their ponderous weight, and howling ibU^ 
Weeping and gnashing on his fiery bed. 
Aloft he sprang, and tossed his burning «nns, 
And smote his glowing breast, and dutehed his lodts 
Of fire, until his shades grew bright with spailcs 
Of horrid form, that filled the scorching air. 
<* O, memory ! " he moaned, *' thou ^rest cume 
Of Hell ! Would I could stab thee to the heart I • 
All else consumes in Hell, but thou, O! shade* 
Of murdered life! These flames but feed IhystMiftgiihj 
And every gale that sweeps this dismal vault, 
Wings thee to Earth and back again to Hell! 
Avenger of my slaughtered years ! Spirit ' 

Of fate! Inquisitor of hidden blood! 
Back ! back ! O, hideous shades ! Back from my tight ! 
Back ! Leave me to a drunkard^ doom in Hell ) 
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Just then there |Nussed before his cave 
An aged demon of unwonted form — ^ 

A grey-beard devil, with a leering eye, 
And bended head, and stoop of back, and low 
Deep groans, unlike the hellish howls that filled 
The pit Before the cave he stopped, and gazed 
On the prone Drunkard fix>m his haggard eye — 
The eye a drunkard-maker has in Hell — 
And with a whimpering, whistling shriek, he said: 
; ^ My neighbor ! knowest thou me ? " 

O, what a yell 
Replied ! What spoken thunderbolts rolled back ! 
As if he flew, the drunkard rose — and fixed 
His glaring eye on him who asked. With joy 
Infernal, with a fiendish thrill of bliss. 
He lified up his blazing hands, and clapped 
Them in the air, and shouted loud and long. 
Until the vaulted arches laughed in sport 
^ Know thee ? " he cried : <* let Hell's own laugh reply ! 
Who do I know, if I do not know thee ? 
I knew thee burning on my dying bed — 
I knew thee at the resurrection mom—- 
I knew thee at the Judgment Bar of God — 
And now I know thee in the flames of Hell ! 
Welcome! thrice welcome — spirit murderer! 
The gallows lost its due firom tiiee on Earth, 
But Hell and I will have the whole of ours ! ! 

Thou didst ftst kindle up our fires for us, | 
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And now we kindle thine as fast for thee ! 

The groans thou caused shall from thy bosom burst ; 

The orphan's tears shall from thine eyes run down ; 

And for the nakedness thou mad'st in time, 

Thy shivering soul shall go unclad in Hell ! 

For every heart thy drams infernal broke, 

Thy heart shall break with griefs ; Eternity 

Shall bear thee writhing on the stream of death, 

Which thou, for filthy lucre, set on flood. 

O I wretch ! begone ! I loathe thee from my soul ; 
But I will ever hover round thy path, 
And see that thou art punished to the full.'' 
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THE LESSON OF THE GRAVE. 
Sweet are the ties uniting 

The living and the dead, 
Where Heaven's pure beams are lighting 

The Christian's earthy bed. 

Walk where the dear departed 
Sleep in the tomb's damp cell ; 

Pause by the gone true-hearted, 
The lost we loved so well. 

Stand by the turf roof o'er them — 
Pace by their clodded home — 

And bending low, deplore them, 
Where purest spirits come. 

Turn from earth's selfish throngings, 

Go to the grave, and kneel ; 
Pour forth thy soul's best longings. 

As tomb-sighs o'er thee steal 

Twill teach thee life's great lesson — 
It shall thy strength renew — 

And rising, thou shalt press on 
Among the good and true. 
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THE BURIAL OF KNOWLES.* 
TwAS night— dark, solemn night, on Newton's brow, 
And silent was the school of prophets there. 
Still were her verdant lawns, her leafy groves, 
Her slumbering husbandmen and artizans. 
Half up the hill there was a twinkling ray, 
A solitary light, that threw its gleam. 
In fitful dimness, on a bloated corpse — 
A bleeding, putrid corpse. 

That day he died. 
Beside him, bending lowly o'er his couch, 
And whispering her love in his dull ear. 
His wife had hung; like some protecting bird, 
Spreading above the nest her fluttering wing, 
As if she would beat back the shafls of death. 
Oh 1 what unearthly yearnings filled her soul I 
How did her eye fix every look on his, 
As if its glances would be buried there ! 
She held her breath when Death held his, and breathed 
But when she saw him breathe again ; and sighed 
Responsive to his sigh ; wept when he wept; 
Smiled when he smiled, and hovered on his words ; 
And when he clasped his hands upon his breast, 
As if embracing there God's messenger. 
Calmly composed his clammy limbs to die, 

* Rer. Prof. Knowlea, of Newton Somioary, Mur, wbo dtod 
•tiddenly of a contagious diiieuso, d««ply lumenied by ftU wbo know 
him, and wai buried in the night. 
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And speechless gave to all the parting look, 

She bowed, like old Elijah on the Mount, 

As if Death's barbs had pierced them both at once. 

But yesterday, and he was by his hearth ; 
But yesterday, and he was far from home ; 
But yesterday, and in the sacred ranks 
Of chosen men he stood, erect and true, 
Himself a chosen one among them all — 
Chosen of God so soon to fall, and die. 
One day his voice was heard in Israel, 
Amid her bannered legions crying cheer ! 
To God's elected hosts in holy war. 
Another, and he dropped his tempered blade, 
And hushed his battle-cry, his warning note. 
And trailed his standard in the dust of death- 
But 'twas a glorious exchange for him ! 
His sword laid down, he took the sceptre up ; 
His call to arms, changed to the victor's song ; 
Hi^ war-worli banner, to triumphant robes ; 
His dying bed, to an undying throne. 

The burial came. That night, that very hour. 
And he' was sheeted for the grave. The spots 
Of plague and pestilence that on him stood. 
Purple, and black, and streaming o'er his frame, 
Pointed with horrid gestures to the clods. 
Away! The grave ! blood-tongued, they oozing cried : 
'Tis ottr- imperious King's comiftand— the clodn ! " 
Tlie clods !• And Revelation weeping spoke : 
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^ Qtuick firom my vision buiy ye the dead." 

That night they hid him in the earth. No hearse^ 
No tolling bell, no funeral ranks, no prayer, 
Attended his departure to the tomb. 
Two solitary men bore him away, 
And. laid him silently beneath the turf. 
The stars looked down upon them, and the wiiids 
Swept by with mournful sounds, and midnight clouds 
Hung their black drapery o'er the opened vault 
A lantem^s flickering light revealed the path, 
And might have filled the passing traveller 
With dread that grave-marauders were at work. 
Where the swollen body found its resting-place, 
And, by fast-hurried hands, was covered up. 

Fond, aching eyes were gazing. From the ^ome 
Whence he was carried to his home with worms, 
Watchers looked forth, and followed with their looks 
The dim night lamp that swung beside the grave. 
They had done all that hearts of love could do. 
Had perilled life around the clotted bed, 
And would have followed.to the bed of clay. 
And she, his fondest, truest friend, looked on 
That lamp, and listened to the rattling lumps 
That fell upon the coffin thick and fast, 
Until the hasty sepulture was done. 
Oh ! stricken widow — widowed in an hour — 
An age-like hour of utter widowhood. 
But her's was not a shallow, selfish grief; 
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For, calmly as she saw her husband die, v 

So calmly now, ere morning broke, she sat, 
And by the light that had just left his corpse, 
She wrote to those they loved the dismal tale. 

And this was our own Knowles' burial ! 
He who, beloved, admired, had stood amid 
The crowd, and audience had by night 
And day of multitudes ; he whose mild look 
Had east much oil upon the raging waves ; 
Whom thousands fondly loved while they revered, 
And would have borne within the hallowed field ; 
He found this grave, and had this burial. 

But he is buried in our hearts. The hearse. 
The bell, the long-drawn funeral, the prayer, 
Are all within us, and no pompous rite 
Can hallow more a burial in tlie heart 
His resurrection mom will be as sweet, 
And his ascension to the heavenly throng, 
As if his coffined body had been borne 
With chariots and chauntings to the dust 

And oh ! if we may meet him in the skies, 
Resplendent in the glories of our God, 
And join with him the everlasting song. 
We shall forget, as we embrace again, 
His sudden death and midnight buriaL 
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THE VACANT CHAIRS. 
These vacant chairs! Oh! where are they 

Who sat in them, the bye-gone time ? 
Where ? In the dust, to worms a prey : 

Where ? In the bright and happy clime. 

They sat in them— the young, the fair, 
The fragrant blossoms of my heart — 

Ere Death, like frosts, crept darkly there, 
And plucked them on his withering dart 

Once Summer winds came gently by, 
And dallied with their scented bloom ; 

But tempests, from the morning sky. 
Swept scent and blossom to the tomb. 

Sweet olive plants ! How rich they grew 
Around the board by Mercy spread ! 

Where are the shades their leaflets threw ? 
Go— search among the shadowy dead ! 

Seated and rocked, how free they swang 

In laughing motion on the floor! 
How oft the plaint petition rang : 

**0, more^lear father ! — ^rock us more !•* 

Beside the window clustered now, 
How welcome all the mid-day scene ! 

The woodland group— the sheep — the cow — 
The running brook — ^the sloping green. 
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Where swallows twitter in the air, 

And fondling dogs come wagging nigh, 

See ! 6*er the top of each low chair, 
Speaks the red lip, and sparkling eye. 

The ride ! the ride ! the sylvan course 
By winding cliffs and rustic howers : 

Who filled the chairs ? Who cheered the horse ? 
Who wiled with chat the wheeling hours ? 

Who shouted to the lowing herds ? 

Who peered o'er every cottage sill ? 
Who carroUed like the flitting birds, 

With chair and question never still ? 

The winter hearth ! Who charmed the ranks 
That drew around the genial fire ? 

Who hushed the outward storm with pranks, 
And tuned the wind with joyous choir ? 

Dear chairs! Ye gave us gladsome notes — 
The girlish glee — ^the boyish tone — 

Ere heaving breasts, and rattling throats, 
G«ve the last sigh, the dying groan. * 

But ah ! there is another seat, 

Deserted by each lesser chair ; 
The spoiler of my soul's retreat, 

Has fixed his keenest arrow there. 
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She filled that seat, who smiled — and died ; 

Who lived to pine, and gasp for breath ; 
Twas there she perished by my side, 

A silent conqueror over Death. 

My wife ! my children ! How these seats 
Bring back their images once more ! 

I touch them, and my bosom beats 
With love's fond pulses, as of yore. 

Oh ! vacant chairs ! Ye stand to-day 
Like thrones of Hope beside me here : 

H(Hne monuments ! Ye point away 
To Heaven, my home in Glory's sphere. 
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FAMILY CLUSTERS. 

Th£ world has many clusters. In its shades 
Of forests, in its ocean depths, all rich, 
And rare as rich — the woven ties of life. 
But of them ail, none are so rich, so rare, 
As living clusters of united hearts. 

Distance and time in vain essay to loose 
These clusters. Every tendril firmly clings 
With a death-grasp — itself not bom to die. 
The work of years but weaves them closer still; 
The grave but plants them in perpetual soD ; 
Frosts cannot wither— fires cannot consrane— 
Storms cannot sever — nor floods overwhelm — 
True hearts enclustered in affection's ties. 

O, hallowed union of love and truth ! 
O, blessed finitage on life's broken boughs ! 
Ye are sweet foretastes of our Paradise, 
The golden clusters on eternal trees. 



■-=^1 



m- 




Digitized by Google 



jp ^ 

FIRST ROSE OF SlTllBIKR. 6$ 

THE FIRST ROSE OP SUMMER. 

The first rose of Summer 

Is out on the stem, 
And the dews cast around it 

A rich diadem. 
Its fragrance is floating 

Pure sweets on the air, 
And wild bees are humming 

Low melody there. 

The first rose of Summer — 

How welcome the sight! 
Like the first blush of morning, 

At the close of the night — 
Like the notes of sweet singers. 

Remembered of yore — 
Like the face of a lost one. 

Returning once more. 

Glad children are crowding 

To gaze on its leaves, 
'Their shouts staxt the swallows 

Poised high on the eaves ; 
The grass twines above it 

Regalia bowers ; 
And welcomes with sceptres 

The queenliest flowers. 
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The Winter is over, 

Its tempests are fled, 
The spirit of nature 

Awakes from the dead ; 
Thus Hope, like the rose-bud, 

Tho' hid in the tomb. 
Shall open, in glory 

Immortftl to bloom ! 
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THE ANNIVERSARY DEATHS. 

The host8 of Israel were met In ranks 
On ranks they gathered to the house of God. 
From distant tents, along the mountain's base, 
From beach and cliff, beside the restless sea. 
From quiet valleys, from the sunny plains, 
From forest glades, and cities' people haunts, 
: They crowded up the temple's aisles. Like waves 
Of life they came, seeking their resting shores 
Within the haven of the place of prayer. 
Sweet scene ! How welcome to the pious heart! 
How fond the yearly gatherings of saints ! 
The clouds are lovely, as they float in ranks 
Where marshalled worlds march ether's space sublime. 
Bathed in the radiance of the upper spheres, 
Enrobed in purple, crowned with gems and gold. 
Hanging their mountain thrones against the sky. 
What beauteous splendor do they bring to man ! 
The doves are lovely as they sweep in flocks, 
A pinioned phalanx, trooping through the dcy 
To seek the latticed window and the nest; 
But lovelier far, more beauteous than clouds 
In all the glory of their best array. 
Or gathering hosts of beauty-plumaged doves, 
Is the incoming of the flock of God. 

O ! could the pealing organ speak, had wells 
And pulpits, galleries and domes a voice. 
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What wondrous sounds would echo to the roof, 
And fill the courts of our Jerusalem ! 
The song of triumph borne from heathen lands, 
The chant of victory o'er ocean's wave, 
The choir of praise on lips of savage mould, 
The hymn of ransomed souls 'mid Christian homes. 
Mingling in youthful strains, and trembling notes 
From olden lips, and sighs from woman's breast, 
And grateful tears on childhood's dewy cheek ; 
O ! these, and more than these, the spoken tones 
Of present mercy, heard from God himself; 
Have made our annual feasts in Zion's halls, 
Rich prelibations of the feast above. 

But ah ! when Israel's hosts were met to-day. 
The note of joy was hushed. The grateful tear 
Fell not from childhood's eye. The heaving breast 
Of Christian woman gave no sign of bliss. 
The chant of praise, the song of victory. 
The ransomed hymn — ^were still. Within the gates 
Of tabernacles came the wail of death, 
For Farwell, honored Farwell was no more! 
He fell ; bul not as warriors fall, on fields 
Of blood. He fell, all panoplied in love. 
Wielding the sword of God's ethereal word. 
And waving high the standard of the cross. 
Thus, too, fell Cobb ; thus Jacobs fell, and Eno wles. 
And Davis — all amid our holy feasts. 

IS' — ^ 
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We meet as saints on earth ; but they in heaven. 
Ours is the tale of toil ; theirs of reward. 
We tread o'er furrowed lands, and weeping sow ; 
They see the glorious harvests gathered home ! 
Q ! how are they employed this week of weeks ! 
From Zion's walls below to Zion's height 
Above ; from crowds of sinful, dying worms, 
To crowds of sinless angels by the throne 
Of God ; from death to life ; from earth to heaven ; 
What rest, what peace, what transport now are theirs 
BoARDKAN, and Rice, and Caret, meet them now, 
To spend their anniversaries with God ; 
For aye dismantled of the robe of dust. 
And clothed with immortality and Christ I 
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THE VOICES OP THE SEAS. 
There are voices on the mighty Seas, 

Heard booming far and wide, 
And towering o'er their beetling clijBfe, 

And louder than their tide, 
When, speaking out in thunder peals. 

Howled living through the sky, 
They lift their waves, like mountains borne 

By giant arms on high. 

There is. a voice of Grandeur. 

Far as the eye can reach. 
From sea to sea — fK»n land to land — 

Along the pebbly beach, 
A fearful and overwhelming thought 

Of vastness swells the soul, 
As up and on it sweeps its course 

Where glorious billows roU. 
I wonder not that sailors spurn 

Earth's mean and grovelling things — 
The pathless seas have filled their hearts 

With vast imaginings ; 
For Grandeur, garlanded with clouds, 

Here plants his kingly form. 
High on a throne of oceans, 

And sceptred by the storm. 

There is a voice of Beauty. 
When lashing winds are still — 
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When not a ripple UfU its crest, 

Nor pours its tiny rill, 
And the bright sun looks down in smiles 

As on a sea of glass, 
Where curling eddies hide their heads 

In currents as they pass — 
Beauty sits now where Grandeur sat 

Upon his awful throne, 
And drives away his shadows 

With the lustre of her zone. 

There is a voice of Commerce. 

A voice in by-gone years 
That seldom reached our ancestoiB 

To glad their waiting ears ; 
But now 'tis heard in every wave 

And every wind that floate, 
Wailing their treasures to our shores 

In tall and gallant boats. 

No more the Indian's whoop of war 

Shall start the peaceful air — 
No more the chieflain's fleet canoe 

These freighted billows bear — 
Commerce is queen ! her well-nen»ed hands 

The pledge of power shall hold, 
And rule the world's wide oceans 

With a talisman of gold. 
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There is a voice of Wailing. 

While Grandeur wakefi alarms- 
While Beauty throws her tresses back, 

And lures us by her charms — 
While Commerce sends her millions out 

To sow and reap the seas — 
There is a voice of wail and wo, 

Heard mourning in the breeze. 
Tis the wail of the departed ! 

Tis a wail for hardy tars, 
Who sank 'mid crashing shipwrecks, 

And died 'mid falling spars ; 
'Tis the wail of tearful widows, 

Of orphans and of sires. 
O'er broken hearts — o'er withered hopes — 

O'er smothered altar-jfires. 
More dreadful is that voice to me 

Than all the storms that sweep ' 
In foaming strength and majesty 

Along the quaking deep. 

There is a voice of Mercy. 

God of the Seas! from Thee 
That voice proclaims salvation. 

In accents sweet and free. 
Oh! listen to it, Sailor! 

Oh! listen to the tones 
That come to thee commingled 

With a brother's dying groans; 
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Oh! listen while they call thee 

As life's daxk tide you stem, 
And turn and steer where shines on high 

The star of BethleheuL 



A SONG IN HEAVEN. 

Ths days of our mourning were many below, 
For sin on our footsteps attended ; 

In the valley of time there were shadows of we, 
That the plains of eternity never can know : — 
The days of our mourning are ended. 

Prom the dark rolling billows of death we were borne 
On wings that glad angels extended ; 

The set of life's sun was of life the full dawn, 
Ahd, lo! in its light every sorrow is gone : 
The days of our mourning are ended. 

Up, now ! for the tide of our glory shall roll 
For ever where seraphs have bended ; 

On ! on to the throne, to eternity's goal — 
The smile of the Lamb is the song of the soul : 
The days of our mourning are ended. 
I 
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THE DYING CONVICT. 



A young man, in the last stages of eoDsamptioB, hni biaen relaased 
from the Pennsylrania penitentiary. He was on his way h«tme. 
Just before reaching his mother's bouse, he spoke to some of hia 
fellow-travellers, for the first and last time. He confessed he had 
been a villain ; ** but,'* said he, " in a day or two 1 must die. All ; 
f ask is, that I may reach my home, and die in my mother's arms.*' 



Lead me in gently to my mother's arms, 
And let me on her stricken bosom lie. 

I long for death ! Life ! thou hast lost thy charms ; 
All that I ask is in my home to die. 

My mother's breast ! I pierced it to the core ; 

Yet I would lay my pallid temples there : 
Oh! that my tears could heal its schtows o'er! 

Oh ! that my sighs could hush ite lone despair ! 

In other days I leaned upon that breast, 
When purity, and truth, and peace irere mine ; 

Ere yet my lips the poisoned goblet prest, 
Or I had bowed before the drunkard's shrine. 

To vice a stranger, and to crime unknown, 

My placid years rolled their bright waves along ; 

The earth a garden seemed — the air a tone 
Of heaven-breathed music, in perpetual song. 
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Around my cot the birds would call their young, 
Where the full branches twined their verdant bowers; 

The gladsome sea its surges by me flung, 

And odors fllled my path from woodland flowers. 

But to my Eden crept the serpent up, 

His eyes like stars, his brow with garlands crowned ; 
In my unguarded hand he put the cup. 

And in its bosom all my joys were drowned ! 
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\ THE SAILOR. 

I SAW him floating on the stream of time, 
Over the keel-cleft waters of the globe, 
Toward the ocean of eternity. 

Together on we swept Nor point, nor qi»y, 
Nor anchorage, nor tide a-flood, jjiot wind 
Land-ward, could stay us in our rapid course. 
On, on we sped ; and still are speeding on ; 
With sails that cannot lower, and never furl ; 
With helm that midship stands, and guides the bark 
But on one tack, and ever to one port — 
The port of graves — the tack to death. The soul ! 
The precious cargo of that sea-ward craft — 
What doom awaiteth it, when on the strand 
That hides eternity froni mortal view, 
. The shipwrecked hulk is shattered and bestrewn? 
Whither, oh ! whither is it borne ? To God ? 
To Heaven, to be re-imaged there, like God ? 
To be an heir-inheritor of Christ, 
And feel the welcome grasp of friends, passed on 
Before ? To hear the shout of hosts angelic ring ? 
Or, down to Hell, to be a ravished spoil 
And mock of fiends? 

Say, fellow-voyager! 
Whither has fled the sailor's soul to-day ? 
" Go, ask of God— the Sailor's God, and thine, 
" Who gave the soul, and at whose beck it flies !" 



^ 



Djgitized by Google 



^ — ^^ 

TSB BAILOR. 97 

" Hast thou not known ?" " The soul that dies in sin 
Djring, shall die !" 

But other barks I saw — 
Hundreds of thousands more — all floating on; 
All outward bound to the same port with us. 
But one I saw with different intent; 
Whose mortal end was wreck, and yet who lived 
In all her timbers, for they stand for aye. 
She was a towering bark : her name — " The Church f 
A gallant vessel ; and well manned withal ; 
And with the Best of Pilots at the helm. 

I marked her passage, for I went on board ; 
I knew her reckonings — her company 
I knew for years ; at least, I knew by name. 
And this I marked — ^that they who trod the decks, 
And toiled to guide the ship aright — ^and sought 
To make her what her Builder had designed, 
A convoy and a light to all the fleet 
That sail the reefy and tempestuous coasts 
Of time — ^were few and humble men ; a band 
Who often wandered by themselves, and paused, 
And wept, and lifted up their hands, and spoke, 
But in meek tones — ^such tones as Mercy's are 
When low she stoops beside the dying bed. 

Of all the crowd who trod the vessel o'er, 
Who spread her ensigns every mom 
And night, saluting and saluted ofl. 
With all the pomp and pride of worldliness — 
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But few indeed, and they a chosen band 
Of men unknown to fame — a chosen band 
To sacrifices and to crosses wed — 
Lifted their eyes the gunwale's sweep around, 
And arms of love, and hope, and faith, to take 
The wayward Sailor to their grateful breasts ! 
Few heard his ciy, amid the multitudes 
Who kept their holydays, and solemn feasts, 
And filled their gorgeous temples to the full. 

I saw another bark — ^more new, but tall, 
And fair, and full: it was " The Sunday School." 
I looked to see who manned her, and mine eyes 
Were greeted with a goodly company ; 
With old and young, of matrons and of maids ; 
But when I looked to mark if in the ranks 
The Sailor's child had equal place. 
How oft I found his child was never sought ! 

O'er the wide deep the father held his course, 
And the lone mother sighed and pined at home ; 
But of the hosts that filled the Sabbath School, 
Who brought the Sailor's child, and learned his heart 
And lips to pray for them ? And when the prayer 
That asked the presence of the Holy One, 
Rose up like incense from so many shrines. 
Did thoughts of Sailors — outcast, dying men, 
Far off upon the sea— commingle there? 
Did thoughts of holy pity hover round 
The sin-girt pathway of the tar on shore ? 

^ ^ 
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Or of his mighty power for weal or wo— 

For weal or wo to Church and Sabbath School ? 

I looked again, and saw another bark ; 
Her name was " Missions ;" and I saw her spread 
A bright array of canvass to the breezfe. 
She sought the Eastern shores — ^the Southern isles — 
The Northmost continents — the Western seas ; 
But ah ! I saw that wheresoe'er she went, 
The Sailor followed,' or had been before ; 
And as I gazed, there came a shadowy form, . 

And pointed to the Past ^ 

I turned away 
From mission houses fired ; from scattered schools ; 
From missionaries dragged, and peeled, and shot ; 
From dashing waves of rum, that sailor-hands 
Had set on flood ; and as I turned, and wept, — 
O'er every sea I heard on every side. 
The globe around, the Macedonian cry : 
" Oh ! Church of God ! for wicked sailors pray ; 
And send not us, and ours, and other bands 
Of Christ's embattled ones, to bear the scof&. 
And enginery that impious seamen use !" 

But oh ! how did I mingle with the joy, 
As cries arose : " The Bethel Ship ahoy !" 
As WoBiAN rallied to his help, and came 
To tell of Christ, and Heaven in His name ; 
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As Bible Agents, freighted, sought the deck, 
To Ark the soul sin's flood had made a wreck ; 
As the white Dove and Olive Branch unfurled, 
And Bethel banners waved around the world ; 
As from increajsing temples prayers arose, 
And Seamen's Friends were won from seamen's foes; 
For Hope and Mercy Bethlehem stars shall be, 
To gather in "th' abundance of the sea/' 

\ 
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THE CURRENT COIN OF HEAVEN. 

While conversing to-day with some friends I esteem, 
On banking, and gold, and the currency theme, 
Their wisdom and skill in the topics, combined. 
Flashed light in broad rays on the page of my mind. 
The advantage, and safety, and honor of banks. 
Though often accused of most slippery pranks, 
Were warmly and ably contested by some. 
With gesture well studied from shoulder to thumb ; 
While others asserted with quite as much zeal, 
That gold is the only true coinage of weal 
For the dealings of Commerce, all over the world — 
While privileged charters should downward be hurled ! 

But though these opinions were issued by worth, 
They all seemed to me to be coined of the earth ; 
And I turned, in my musings, and fastened my eyes 
On a Book which foretells of the coin of the skies. 
And while I was gazing, a spirit, methought, 
On wings that with beauty and glory were fraught, 
Hung pendant, like incence, just over my head. 
And thus, in the sweetest of accents, she said: 

" Mortal ! list, mortal ! and pause as you read — 
And to these sacred queries give credence and heed : 
Oh, what shall a man, though in treasure he roU, 
Exchange for that treasure of treasures — his soul ? 
And what is his profit, though worlds be his gain, 
If his soul sink forever in billows of pain ?** 
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She ceased — and I looked to my friend for reply, 
As a tear gushed unbidden, and clouded my eye ; 
But I found that I gazed on my Bible alone, 
And the hovering spirit in silence bad flown. 
Yet I thought, as she flew, that her voice echoed still, 
In a tone which e'en now makes my bosom to thrill : 
"Mortal! vain Mortal! O, seek riches where 
Jehovah has stored them — in answer to prayer : 
For the only enduring and glorious weal, 
Where moths never eat — where thieves cannot steal. 
Then I bowed down my head, and with ardor I prayed. 
That the only true coin might to me be displayed ; 
That my heart might be stamped with an image divine, 
The Image of Christ — and, like Him, ever shine 
With lustre more brilliant than finest of gold. 
And living, when ages on ages have rolled ; 
That to me, a poor pilgrim, might ever be given 
The coin that is current with angels in heaven. 
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THE DEAD CHILD. 

Sung bjr cbildren at a burial fcene. 

Our child is gone! The cold clay lies 
Silent and stiff before our eyes ; 

Before onr eyes. 
The lips that moved with living breath, 
Are moveless. This, O ! this is death. 

O ! this is death. 

Our child is gone ! His pulse is still ; 
Hie young, warm, beating heart is chill. 

Loved heart! tis chilL 
Like marble is that pallid brow, 
And sightless are his bright eyes now: 

His bright eyes now. 

Our child is gone! The voice that gushed 
like tones of birds in spring, is hushed ; 

Sweet voice ! tis hushed. 
The limbs that sported by our door. 
Are coffined up, to sport no more : 

To sport no more. 

Our child is gone ! — ^gone to the dcy ; 
Gone to his starry throne on high ; 

His throne on high. 
Early his path of life was trod. 
That early he might soar to God : 

Might soar to God. 
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SWISS BOY'S ADIEU TO THE RHONE. 

He sat on the banks of his own native shore, 

Gazing wistful on hillock and dell ; 
Bold rocks were behind — bold waves were before ; 

And he sighed, as he murmured: Farewell! 
Farewell! farewell! 

My own native Rhone, ferewell ! 

The home of his childhood rose lovely in view, 
Half wrapped on the mountain in clouds; 

He moaned, as he turned where the crestings of blue : 
Bore his boat, with its flag in the shrouds: 

Farewell! farewell! 
My own native Rhone, farewell ! 

His playmates and pla3rpaths were clustered around, 

And wooed him to join in the play ; 
But his low voice in sorrow stole over the ground, 

Whispering soft, as it faded away: 
Farewell! fexewell! 

My own native Rhone, farewell ! 

I I go from the arms of my mother and home, 
I go from my old father's knee ; 
My kin are the winds, the brave billows in foam, 
As they bear me alofl on the sea : 

Farewell! farewell! 
My own native Rhone, farewell ! 
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The bells of the Sabbath, that rang through my soul 
Like a tone from the towers of the blest, 

I exchange for the roar where the deep surges roll, 
And the chune of the ocean at rest : 

Farewell! farewell! 
My own native Rhone, farewell ! 
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THE WRECK. 
Fo&SAKEiv hulk ! Its rotting timbeis lie — 
Half covered here and there with planksy decayed, 
And^ slimed, and weeded o'er with age, like them— > 
Swayed helmless by the tides. That common eight, 
That mudded wreck, bedims the eye with teais. 

The sailor sees it — and he weeps to think 
Of what it once has been. His sea-limned mind 
Portrays a swift-winged barque, careering like 
A bird over the deep. He peoples it 
With men as generous and brave as he. 
Along the deck he walks, in midnight watch ; 
From out the dark, familiar forecastle 
He summons notes as gleeftil as his own ; 
And to the moon-lit top, or studding sail. 
Or mast head truck, he turns his eye-^to catch 
The changes of the winds. The " yo ! heave ho ! ^ 
Of stalwart m^ bracing the yards around, 
Or heaving anchoiB up, or hoisting sails, 
Falls welcome on his ear. And the rough tones 
Of rougher boatswain's pipe : *^ all hands on deck ! " 
Heard 'mid the thunders of the sweeping gale. 
And cries of <* breakers ! breakers dead ahead ! " 
Fill up the cadence of the creaking ship. 

The ocean-passenger beholds the wreck, 
And he, too, weeps. He thinks him of the hours 
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Once spent in other lands — ^when that old hull 
May o'er the waten of the port he saw 
Have floated proudly. Fimn fiur distant elknee 
She may have harhored theiis, with trwellenr 
As curious as himself well freighted thence. 

The merchant gazes thro' a hidden tear 
On visions of the Past, that shattered firame 
Calls from the tombing waters of his souL 
He greets her, deeply laden — ^bearing home 
From tropic shores, rich, fragrant fruits — or bales 
Of spangled fabrics from old India's looms — 
Or hills of bone— or beams of ivory — 
Or seas of oil — by Trade's vast crucible 
To be melanged to gold. 

The statesman looks 
Along her sides ; and even he, whose eyes 
The ^Ims of party have half sealed from tears, 
Weeps silendy. He pictures on the stxand, 
Where yonder waves roll by the luins now, 
A foreign coinrt— a king — a throne ; and he 
Embassading his country. In tiie sli^am 
A gallant vessel lies, her stars and stripes 
Flung freely on the breeze — awaiting him. 

The soldier turns a hidden glance toward 
Her prow, bent to the sand, and thinks how erst 
It plunged against the enemy ; or how, 
Like life, it rode the wave, bringing glad news 
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Of peace. The ratdin^ musquetry^-the cxtali 
Of falling span— the honied viotor^hoii^^ 
The victim-groan— the leeward gun— the flag 
Descending— and the laded prize ; all flash, 
Like rising light o'er mountains, on his eye« 

The lover gaies. Ah ! who weeps if she 
Does not ? What sees she but a towering ship 
Borne gaily on the tide ; and Oh ! how fixed, 
How fond her gaze ! She watches every shift 
Of wind— each current turn — and wishes sighs 
Could waft, or tears could float her love to her. 

The stricken parent looks ; and at his side 
The widow stands, whose perished kindred lie 
Unumed — save in the sea — ^that sepulchre 
Of God's erecting. Once on board that wreck, 
Beside some fevered shore, the sailor gave 
His spirit up— wrapt in his country's flag — 
Or slid, perchance, his only bier a plank, 
To find a berth, flagless, and wide, and deep, 
In some green, vacant cave. 

The man of God 
Beholds that hulk ; and while the rest pass on. 
He stops to weep airesh. Oh ! what a tide 
Of freighted thought rashes within and fills 
; The secret channels of his soul! He looks 
To pray; to read in every timber there — 
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What God would have lika ever leun to teach 
To all— the stoiy of lifers fitfol voyage. 

The tar, the traveller, the child of trade — 
He who directs the state, and he who guides 
The field of war — ^the lover and the sire — 
May each, and all, while scanning yonder wreck, 
Read, as a volume, what it teaches them. 

What boots it now, that she once flew around 
The globe ? that in the harvest of the seas 
She was a sickle thrust by man? that o'er 
All oceans, and all streams, she sped? that on 
Each shore of every clime she placed her prow ? 
That safe she stood the cannonades of death ? 
That to the Heathen she has borne the bread 
Of life immortal — and the streams of bliss ? 
That they who built and garnished her — who turned 
Her courses where they willed, have ended theirs ? 
Ay, tell me, if thou canst, what boots all this ? 
And tell me — ^will it not be thus with thee ? 
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For oar light affliction, wkicb is bat for a rnomeat, wwktikfu 
us a far more exceeding and eternal weight of glory. — St. Paul. 

How oft, in my tear-jflowing moments of sorrow, 
When shrouded in billows of tempest and gloom, 

Have I thought that the light of a coming to-morrow 
Would scatter the storm, and the shadows illume ! 

How oft, when for hours the cold drops have deseended, 
Like winter's dire hail, on my shelterless head, 

Have I longed for a spot where from peril d^nded, 
My rest would be sweet till the danger had fled ! 

How oft, when for days I have shrunk at the thunder, 
And gazed on the clouds with a feverish eye — 

Have I prayed that their folds might be riven asunder, 
The peace-speaking bow be oe'r-arching the sky! 

Thus thinking, and wishing, and longing in sadness. 
The worldling is duped as he seeks for a goal ; 

Grief ever succeeds his unsanctified gladness — 
And anguish, the pride and the lusts of his souL 

Not so the believer ! Though storms hover o'er him. 
Though deeply he sink in life's gloomiest wave, — 

There is One who has breasted the surges before him. 
Whose arm is extended, and mighty to save ! 

^ lg^ 
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That One will be with him to cheer and to cherish, 
To roll back the storm-cloud, and on him to pour 

The light of His love, when creation shall perish, 
And Faith to its mansion immortal shall soar. 



CHILDREN'S TEMPERANCE SONG. 

We are come, all come in the crowded throng, 
To mingle our notes in a plaintive song ; 
For the widow's fiigh and the orphan's tear 
Are on every side as we gather here. 

We are come, all come with the hallowed vow, 
At the sacred shrine of our God to bow ; 
For the Spirit of Sin, o'er hill and plain. 
Spreads want and wo in his horrid train. 

We are come, all come in the dew of youth, 
In the li^t of hope, and the strength of truth, 
And we love to see by our ranks to-day 
The honored locks of the good and grey. 

We are come, all come in David's might, 
That Goliaths of wrong may be put to flight! 
O, God ! we implore a smile from Thee, 
And our songs shall chant the victory. 



d by Google 



82 PRESENCfi OF GOD. 

THE PRESENCE OF GOD. 

** O, ye hopes that stir within me, 
Health comes with you from above ! 

God is with ne, God is in me ! 
I cannot die, if God be love.*'— Coleridos. 

The ChnBtian reads of God, the Christian sees, 
; And hears of Him, and loves, in all His works ; 
; But there is something in His ways to us — 

His sudden footsteps falling on the world, 
: Past finding out by man. 

When day is done. 

And conscious men unconscious lie in sleep. 

How dread, at such an hour, the harkened step> 

The all-felt presence of the march of God ! 
Amid the hum of trade, the rush and haste 

Of busy life, the thoughts are prone to dust, 

And seldom bow before the eternal throne ; 

But when the greedy world withdraws awhile, 

And leaves the table of the soul alone, 
; O, with what awe the spirit lets in God, 
i And looks, and hears, and talks, of Heavenly things ! 

'Tis Heaven's own prelude — ^'tis beginning here 

The marriage supper spread beyond the skies. 
God walks abroad as He in Eden walked, 

Though our dull senses wake not at his tread. 

Adam nor Eve thought not that He was near ; 

They looked not for Him in the garden then. 



m 
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PRESEKtE OF GOD. 



O, how suj[)liinely sweet, how mildly grand 
His voice to them ! What unknown accents hioke 
The shady silence of tho primal groves ! 
And what strange tremors swayed the fragrant leaves ! 
How waved the grass beneath the steps of God 1 
The rivers murmured ' God,' as on He pa^ed ; 
The sky bent down, arid with its stars Wrote * Gfod ;' 
Artd eveiy living thiiig that He had made, 
Gave certain signs that He who made Was there. 

Why start we at the presence of our Ood ? 
And why not own Him as old Eden owned ? 
O, Thou All-present! I would own thee thus. 
Girt for Thy presence, I would feel Thy knock 
Of sudden coming joyful on my heart 
Open, O heart ! and bid Him welcome, thed, 
Whose presence is my fea^ forev6rmor^< 
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REPLY OP THE HARP. 

Ladt! you ask of me a strain, 

And I attune my harp for thee : 
Each slumhering wire awakes again, 

To pour ohedient minstrelsy. 

Silent and sad my lyre had hung 

Where weeping branches arched the ground ; 
Its chords all broken and unstrung, 

Murmured a melancholy sound. 

Forgive me, lady ! if its notes 
Still echo from a plaintive string; 

Forgive me, if around it floats 
A saddening murmur while I sing. 

Thy generous heart is tuned to feel 
The pangs that kindred bosoms know ; 

And sympathizing tear-drops steal 
O'er thy fair cheek at others' wo. 

Lady ! my soul can ne'er forget 

Thy kindly words and deeds of yore ; 
They roll along my bosom yet, 
' Like waves upon a peaceful shore. 

Bright be the skies above thy head ! 

Green be the earth beneath thy feet! 
And, lady! when our lives are fled. 

Heaven grant us on its plains to meet! 
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THE DYING STUDENT. 



** At lenith he looked up with a calm amlle and Miid ; * I have 
been thinking a great deal about death latoiy.' 

A ehort time berore his death he seomoti lu«t for a few moments, 
when a emile played on hia ranken leaturo*. * What aie yoa emil- 
ittg at ?' aaked hie brother. * O/ laid he, * I had snch a f l<»ioiw 
view of heaven !*"—OeiTU4aT. 



THiiVKiNe of death ! With Grod and heaven ao nigh, 
How Jordan's billows bunt upon thine eye ! 
The shadowy stream whose tenants flit before 
The startled gaze of millions on the shore, 
Seemed clear and lustrous to thy pinioned soul, 
And all its flood to angel music roll* 
The chilly waves that murmured at thy feet, . 
That myriad spirits dread, and shrink to meet, 
Unchilled to thee, nay, warm where Jesus trod, 
Flowed as the river from the throne of God. 

Thinking of death ! O, happy thus to think 
In smiles of prayer triumphant on its brink! 
How earth receded, in thy rapt survey 
Of nearing realms of everlasting day! 
To think of death, with thee, was heaven begun. 
Thy journey ended, and thy toilings done ; 
Thy fields all reaped, thy sheaves to gamer come. 
And reapers singing sweet thy harvest home. 

To think of death, was thinking of thy Lord, 
Of the fond welcome, and the sure reward; 

8 
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Of brave (^ompaniona thou oii eaith haM known, 
Gone on before thee to the crown and throne; 
Of meetings, greeting's there, on glory's plain^ 
Where Christ's bright hosts with Him ih glory reigiL 

Was tiiis the sight to thee, O Brother ! given, 
When thou hadst ^'such a glorious view of heaven?" 
Was this the rapture that did death beguile. 
And wreathe thy pallid face in Heaven's own smile ? 
Yes! Brother! 'tm^as thy Christ-like thotlght of death 
That bore thy Faith on thy departing breath ; 
Plumed thy young Hope beside the meetened Wave, 
And led thee joyous to an early grave* 

Brother I farewell I Thy mortal part is dead. 
And we in grief aiouild thy tomb shall tread ! 
Low in the dust thy manly form is lilid. 
And the last tribute Of our loVe is paid ; 
But when we think of death, aiid think of thee, 
How blessed still shall be thy memory ! 



)K 
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THE WOODLAND CHAPEL. 

There is a spot— a woodland spot — 
Studded with stream and leafy grot, 
Whose humble name is dear to me — 
An Oasis of memory. 

It cannot boast the embattled wall, 
Nor castle moat, nor feudal hall — 
Nor chapel crowned with lofty dome — 
But 'tis a spot I love to roam. 

I love to roam its pleasant streets, 
Where Truth responsive Mercy meets ; 
And view the mart where Traffic's car 
Wheels in the sight of Zion's star. 

I love to roam its house of prayer, 
And bow in warm devotion there ; 
For o'er me, as I musing tread, 
The wings of angels seem to spread. 

No organ fills its archless choir. 
But it is lit with Heavenly fire ; 
And the loud anthems studied lays 
Would tremble in that holy blaze. 

The simple aisle no carpet wears, 
Nor yet the lowly pulpit stairs ; 
But they are softer to my feet 
Than stools of pride at monarchs' seat 
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Around the plain and quiet graves 
No twining branch of laurel waves ; 
Nor proud-capped pillar lifts its head 
To mock the living and the dead* 

Yes ! that fair spot — that humble spot — 
Studded with stream and woodland grpt, 
In name and thought is dear to me — 
An Oasis of memory. 
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THE MISSIONARY'S HOME, 



" One of the few, the immortal nameg 
That were not born to die.'*— Halleck. 



Hail ! hallowed spot ! to names immortal dear ! 

Silent, unknown, yet known and heard thou art ; 
How sweet to muse with God and spirits here, 

And store thy sacred memories in the heart ! 

Par from the noisy haunts and crowds of men, 
Embosomed fair, amid the quiet lawn. 

How fit a spot is this sequestered glen 
Where Christian heroes should to Christ he bom ! 

This roof is lowly, and these walls aiound 
Rise humbly up to greet the kingly air; 

Nor gates, nor courts, nor castle-towers the ground. 
Nor oared gondolas do the waters bear. 

The firuit tree stands unfenced beside the door. 
The pine untrimmed plays music to the gale, 

Yon forest hiUs with locks of moss are hoar, 
And ancient roots would choke the brooky vale. 

Within the room where he we mourn was laid, 
I stretched my wearied frame in soft repose ; 

When in my vision came the sainted shade, 
And by my side in all his greatness rose. 



8* 
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He spoke, and with the accents of the i^ies 

Enchained my raptured ear with wonders i 
And glorious things he pictured to my eyes^ . 

Ere on his wings of light afar he flew. 

"Brother!" he said, "I bid thee welcome here.. 
Blest be thy musings with our God and me !. 
Tis good to visit childhood's natal scenes, 
And diink from fomitains of our in&nt dnys. 
The pilgrim soul, way*wom, athlist, cas find 
On earth no springs so pure as those of youth. 
When sanctified from God. 

Here I firse clad 
My purpose for the heathen field of tost. 
JtJDsoN was with me here, and Newkix too; 
And there were many Bethels in this spot. 

Despite the scorn and cunning wiles of men. 
And scarcely deeper plotdngs of the pit, 
Conscious of right, my glory all in Christ, 
I bent my neck beneath His yoke, and took 
His burden for the world upon me here. 

Time has fled swift since then. In difilerent lands 
I trod. I held the plough, and cast the seed 
Of truth in pagan soils ; but hither oft 
I came on wings of hope, and gathered fi-esh 
Repose, and strength of vows. 

How still this place ! 
How calm these hours ! The shrines of God 
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Are standiiig yet wbeie I erected them. 

The echoes of my prayers and songs to Him, 

Are lingering yet amid these leafy dells. 

The incense of my broken heart yet fills 

The woodland breeze, and floats away to heaven. 

Here in this room our Staughton slept ; and Nott < 

And Hall were here, and with me kfflelt to pray. 

Departed scenes ! remembered on my throne, 
I think of ye, and hoard ye as a king 
Should -wisely hoard the treasures of his realm. 
All that I would on earth, all that I hoped 
From these first scenes of good intent, I see 
Fulfilling now fixHn better scenes on high. 
My prayen are heard. My vialled tears are poured* 
My fields are reaped. My stars are shining out 
Sceptres and thrones, garlands and harps there arey 
And robes baptized in Christ's atoning blood, 
To welcome His, for whom I lived and died. 

I was' not bom, nor lived, nor died in vain. 
I thank mf God in heaven to-day for all 
My glory in the cross. I thank Him now 
For all my toils 'mid scorching heats, and firosts. 
And all I knew of hungering and thirst. 
Of poverty and shame, in His good cause. 
All is repaid me now. All is repaid 
In measures from God's hand — ^filled to the brim, 
And shaken down, and pressed, and runmng o'er. 



d by Google 



M MISeiONART's. HOlUb 

I shed no tear, I heaved no sigh in vain — 
Nor sowed nor reaped in vain, with eye to God. 
I see it now, I know it all. "Forme 
To live in time was Christ ; to die is gain." 

All, all is well. My work on earth goes on ! 
Though dead I speak, and will the workmen cheer ! 
The harvest comes ! I hear the reapers' songs. 
Re-echoing for all eternity! 

Brother ! adieu. Be strong in Christ our Lord. 
Shrink not from toils, nor yet from Satan's darts ; 
Trust in the sheltering Rock, the quenching Shield. 
Up, onward ! onward still. The Master calls ! 
The Captain of salvation leads the way ! 
This earth must he the heritage of Christ, 
Enthrone Him King, and crown Him Conqueror." 

I woke in haste, and started in my hed. 
And looked in wonder round the humhle room ; 

Unwonted light seemed shining o'er my head, 
And all the air was fragrant with perfume. 

'Twas the red gleam of mom hright pouring through 
The open lattice where the roses stray ; 

And as the curtain's folds aside I drew. 
The vision vanished in the dawn of day. 

But from that room, and from the scenes I saw, 
A consecrated fount rose in my soul ; 

^ ^ 
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Oh ! may I often from its waters draw, 
' Till Heaven's own fi^lories shall around me roll ! 

Farewell, sweet spot! to names immortal dear! 

Silent, unknown, yet known and heard thou art; 
I muse no more, perhaps, in sadness here. 

But I embalm thy memories in my heart 



INFANT'S FUNERAL HYMN. 

Sleep, coffined cherub ! for sweet is thy sleeping. 
Shrouded in beauty to lie with the dead ; 

Cahn is thy rest, tho' around thee are weeping 
The loved ones who sigh o'er thy gravelly bed. 

Gently thou slept in the arms of thy mother, 
Fondly respiring with infancy's breath ; 

Soft is thy sleep in the arms of another, — 
The grim, icy arms of the conqueror Death ! 

Sickness and pain shall not wake thy reposing. 
Sorrows and sighing have flown from thy breast; 

Sweet was thy smile when thine eyelids were closing, 
Reclined on the bosom of Jesus at rest 

Death, sleeping babe ! cannot hold thee forever ; 

Christ shall unlock his embraces again; 
Christ will descend every tomb to dissever, 

And raise thee immortal in gloiy to reign. 

m ^ 
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THE STORMY PETREL. 

The Stormy Petrel ! I would sing of thee 
Thou tireless voyager of the wondrous sea I 
Piocellus aptly termed in classic lore, • 
Bora in the tempest, nursed amid its roar, 
Skimming the billows on adventurous plume, 
The seaman marks thee through the coming gloom. 

No cloud so darkly thrown athwart the sky ; 
No wave so towering, tost in foam on high ; 
No eddied valley scooped so wide or deep ; 
No howling gale so lightning-like its leap, 
But 'mid them all, the Stormy Petrel braves 
The gathered strength of whirlwinds and of waves! 

Where dost thou rest, O, bird ? The night and day 
Behold thee winging on thy tempest way. 
No rustling forest greets thy daily flight, 
No grassy hillock rests thy frame at night ; 
No moss grown turret lifts to thee its head, 
No sacred spire invites thy weary tread ; 
But restless oceans answer to thy cry : 
" There is no rest for us ; fly. Petrel, fly !" 

Oh ! who first meets thee, quivering in the air, 
Whirled in the hurricane, and screaming there, 
Thy knotted bill projecting to the mast, 
Thy spray-dipped plumage fluttering in the blast, 
Thy feet distended to the rising foam, 
A tireless exile in thy own vast home, 
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, Nor longs to gnap thee from the resseFs side, 
I And in his shdteiing bosom safe to hide ? 

They tell me thou wert e'er a dreaded bird, 
I That even noyr thy notes with fear are heard ;• 
That no storm cometh o'er the silent main, 
When rising scuds resound not with thy strain! 
But, Petrel ! 'tis not thou the storm doth bring ; 
*Tis that which blears thee on its spreading wing ;— 
And thou and thine are struggling with its rage, 
Frail, pent-up prisoners in an ocean cage ! 

Thou'rt driven by gales to hover mortals o'er. 
Forever flying from the distant shore ; 
And ia thy flights still pointing from the deep% 
To Him who never slumbers, never sleeps. 
For He who poiseth thee amid the storm, 
Shieldir from all harm, and rests thy tiny form, 
Is He who hcAda the universe at will. 
And can at pleasure bid aU stormp be stilL 
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TO CLARENCE. 
Yes ! sing, gentle Clarence! of mercy and truth, — 

For sweet sound such themes from the lyre, 
And oft, in the ardor and heauty of youth, 

May they every measure inspire ! 

Tis noble, tis good, in the dew of thy days 

To come with the harp to thy God ; 
To seek in tliose paths for perennial bays 

That Jesus triumphantly trod. 

The garlands of poesy hasten to lie 

In dust, with the graves of the dead, 
And silence and gloom shall in solitude sigh 

Where minstrels ambitiously tread. 

But O ! there is life in the path of the Lord, 

That lives when creation expires — 
When wide o'er the waters, and far o'er the sward, 

Shall blaze the millenial fires. 

Then sing, gentle Clarence! of mercy and truth — 
For sweet are such themes to the lyre ; 

And oft, in the towering fancies of youth, 
May they every number inspire ! 
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THE DYING MISSIONARY.* 

Ay, take them to the College ! let them be 
My dying testament I shall be dead 
To-night And now my heart untwines its ties 
On earth, and gives its treasures back again 
To heaven— the heart of all the universe. ^ 

Come near, my fiiends ! Ye need not fear to breathe 
Beside me now. .O, would my mounting soul 
Had ever soared in atmosphere like this ! 
'Tis heaven's own air that floats around me here, 
And ye should joy to drink it freely in. 

Come nearer — I have much to say — and I 
Am passing like a shadow on the face 
Of time. My destiny has been to point 
To the meridian of the church — ^and now 
My spirit points to that of endless day. 
O, how it soars ! and longs to bathe its wings 
In the full sunshine of the face of God ! 
But, ere I mount, grant me this one request ; 
Take all, aod give the College. Let the wealth 
Which some might bring to gild my coffin with, 
Be consecrated where was my poor life. 

Nothing for me — but every thing for God! 
And let me die, as I have lived, all aimed 
For battle, on the tented field. Let sounds 



* Kev. Luther Eice, formerly a misaionary to India, who, when 
dying, gave all that he poiseMcd to Columbian College, Waahington. 
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Of rushing hosts— of flashing banners free 
Along the breeze — and clash of sword with sword 
In spiritual affiray — and cheers and shouts 
Of "Victory! Victory!" greet me as I die — 
For O, 'tis glorious thus to fall asleep ! 

Hark ! did you speak of India ? or did I ? 
Or was I dreaming of it ? Yet methought 
I heard the voice of Newell. Was it thine, 
My Judson ?— thou panoplied of God I 
Ah, Boardman! is it thou that speaks? I hoar! 
I hear ! And Wheelock ! art thou there ? 
These river damps have loaded me with chilks 
So I but illy hear ye ! Bring ye news ? 
Have dying pagans turned to Christ to-day ? 

Oh ! liiave walked a weary round ! and yet 
It was not wearying — ^for I had rod 
And staff in aU tiie promises — and there 
Were some in whom the word did strike its roots. 
Shout! for the harvest ripens ; and our arms 
Shall bring their loads of sheaves and cast them m. 
The granaiy of God. But Judson ! see ! 
Thy wife is falling there! she falls! 'tis she, 
The good — the brave — ^the fkir ! And Boarchnan, too f 
Yonder, witinn the jungle where he toiled^ 
They dug his grave. How heavy is the air 
I breathe from this low place of death ! I faint ! 
Isink! 
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Ah! ool it was a dream ! Methought 
I was in India—but I see ye, friends, 
Aie all beside me. Heard ye my request ? 
Ay, take all to the College. Let me die 
With those departed spirits hovering 
Around me, and their benisons shall drop 
Like dew upon my souL Hail ! Staughton, hail ! 
I see thee now — ^I hear thy welcome song ! 

I come ! I come ! and as I mount to fly, 
I catch a glimpse of those I seek, beyond. 
Karens ! my Burmans ! ye are with them there. 
Your hands, good friends. — ^'Tis sweet to part as now. 
For that which wings me on, wings you. Go, take 
All to the College. I am heaven's and God's. 
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THE BURIED BOY TO fflS MOTHER. 

By a ■udden burst of water into oae of the Newcastle coUieties, 
thirty-five men and forty-one lads were driven into a distant part of 
the pit, where, liefore the water could be drawn off, they all grad- 
ually perished, from starvation or suffocation ! In the darkness of 
the pit, one of the hoys engraved on a box, with a bit of pointed 
iron, his last message to his mother, in these words: **Ffet not, my 
dear mother, for we were singing and praising God while we had 
time. Mother, follow God more than I did." 



O, mother! what a voice to thee 
Burst from that pit of agony ! 
Above the black and rushing tide, 
Rolling along the cavern's side, 
Each dying echo, one by one, 
Borne upward from thy buried son ! 

Couldst thou have answered to thy boy, 
While on him leaped the hungry wave. 

How 'twould have thrilled his heart with joy, 
And lighted up the gloomy cave ! 

But though thou conldst not fill his ear 
With breathings from a mother's heart, 

The unforsaking One was near, 
And bade his 43oul in peace depart 

What if he had no dying bed. 

And thy fond arms embraced him not? 

Angels reposed his drooping head. 
And their soft pinions were his cot 

^ ^ 
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'^ Fret not, dear modier ! Mourn no more, 
For we were singing praise to God ! 

Mother! our Lord has gone before — 
O ! let us follow where He trod !" 

Though dead, and mouldering back to clay, 
Thus speaks that buried boy to day ; 
And o'er the Atlantic's booming wave, 
Come angel-echoes from his grave. 

Mother ! with children grouped around, 
Like olive plants on sunny ground. 
Heed well the words that greet thine ear 
From that &r pit, so dark and drear. 
Thy loved ones are not doomed to toil 
Deep in the wet and channeled soil ; 
No pit-flood may above them dash, 
Amid the cavern's horrid crash ; 
They sleep to-night, and they may lie 
Beside thy couch at home — ^to die. 
Thy hand may pillow up their heads, 
And gently smooth their dying beds ; 
No fetid damps, no cavemed air 
May gather thick and choke them there : 
Then, mother! while thine eye o'erflows 
With joy a mother only knows. 
Let grateful thanks to Him arise 
Who bore that boy to Paradise. 
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SUFFERING WITH CHRIST. 

•* If we iofier, we 'shall also reign with him.''->2 Tim. 9t 13. 

DEAft Saviour! when thy weary feet 
Were pressing on our fallen sod, 

How precious, how divinely sweet 
Thy pathway— O, Thou Son of God ! 

How ready to forgive wert Thou ! 

How willing to endure the wrong ! 
When rankling thorns imhued Thy brow, 

When bent beneath the knotted thong. 

Thou earnest to the lowliest lot, 
To meanest shame, to deepest loss ; 

From life, from death Thou shrankest not, 
To find — ^the manger and the cross. 

So, dearest Saviour! may it be 

With us who wear the Christian name ; 

For Thee — our only Lord — for Thee 
We would endure reproach and shame. 

If with Thy sufferings we are called, 
If, to do good, Thy cross we bear; 

We live on earth still unappalled, 
We die, the crown of life to wear. 
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AT SEA ON •THE SABBATH. 

Me THINKS I tread, where once I trod, 
The pathway to the house of God ; 
I join the throng in neat array, 
Who keep on shore the holy day ; 
I pass, with heavenward sailing, where 
Of old I walked the place of prayer. 

How solemn sounds the village bell ! 
Its low and simple pealings tell, 
In each sad tone that greets my ear. 
The tale^of many a by-gone year. 

That humble bell ! It thrills me now, 
As through the crested surge I plough. 
And float o'er fields of watery blue, 
Far from the home my childhood knew. 

That Sabbath bell ! I hear it still ; 
I love it too — and ever wiU ; 
For who, tho' o'er the globe he roam, 
Would hush the sacred sounds of home ? 

Far on the wild and wayward sea. 
Borne by the wind's torn pinions free, 
My soul would spread her wings on high. 
And on the voyage to glory fly. 

The wave-built temple of the Deep, 
Where mighty domea its aisles o'ersweep, 
Is grand and awful to behold. 
As from the Eternal's hand it rolled : — 
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With ftlton built upon the tide, 

Where monsteis swim, and navies ride ; 

The muflic of its thunder-tones 

Where sea-bird shrieks, and tempest moans ; 

Is fearful worship raised to heaven 

With shouts of waves by tempests riven: 

But still I love, 'mid scenes like these. 

The village church, embowered in 1 

I long to hear o'er ocean's swell. 

The summons of the Sabbtth bell. 
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MORUS-MULTICAULIS. 

A Satire oa AnMriean Silk Speculators* 

I SAW a Priest ri&e to declaim, 

And thus he spoke, with eye of flame : 

(He high on Zion's wall is) — 
" Dear flock ! beware of naughty pelf! 
The man that loves it hates himself; 
O ! lay your idols on the shelf, 

For — ^Morus-Multicaulis." 

I saw a Levite pass this way, 

And, as he passed, I heard him pray : 

" Ah ! sin my grief and thrall is! 
O, Lord ! look thou in mercy down — 
O, turn away thy dreaded frown — 
And spare our wicked, crazy town 

Prom — ^Morus-Multicaulis." 

I saw a Doctor riding by. 
And leering with a lustftil eye, 

Where yonder tree so tall is : 
A sick man begged him for a dose — 
He gave him, first, a look morose. 
And this prescription : " Take corns. 

Sub, — ^MoruB Multicaulis," 
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A Lawyer, turning o'er his books, 
In search of quibbles and of cn>oks, 

Exclaimed: ''My case like gall is: 
If action will not — ^I must— lie ; 
Defendant we must cast with Set — 
Well see wholl make this cause go by, 

Through— Morus-Multicaulis.'' 

A Merchant, lounging, stick in hand, 
I saw behind his counter stand, 

Where yonder pendant shawl is : 
And as a lady sought the price, 
He bowed: '^ We have them very nice^- 
Well serve you, madam, in a txice, 

With— Monis-Multicaulis." 

I saw two haut-on ladies meet, 
Leading their children in the street : 

^ Your son more sweet than doll is :" 
•< O do not mention it my dear — 
He is too sick to live I fear — 
He's had the fever all the year : 

The— Morus-Multicaulis." 

A Pedagogue, whose blockhead stool 
Is oft the terror of his school, 

In learning's aid, a maul is. 
But yesterday gave out to spell 
A lesson that the class knew well ; 
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Yet oft these words among them fell i 
^ Boys ! — ^Morus-Multicaulis.'*^^ 

A Sailor on the wakeful deep^ 
Awake himself while others sleep, 

Can tell when brewing sqnall ia x 
But one who lately trod I9ie deek^ 
And saw fkr-off a cloudy speek, 
Sang out : '' Halloa ! ahoy ! that wreek 

Of— Morua-MuMcaulia" 

A Sherman came shouting past, 
Slouching and grinning at the blast ; 

I aaked: <*TelI what your haul ia** 
He answered witli a swaggering roll, 
By stretohiBg out s ten-ftKit pole, 
And said: *' Fm ishing for a E^ioal 

Of— Morus-Multicaidis.'' 

I saw a Farmer at his plough, 
Who murmured with a rugged brow, 

" Covered my land with pall-is : 
'Tis fruitless ; for tis black as night : 
No — ^no! Fm wrong ; as sand 'tis white: 
My only hope to bring it right, 

la— Moruff-Multicaulis." 
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I saw a Soldier in the 1 
Who off for Maine his legions wheeled ; 
His cry for cannon baU is. 

jS 
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Beneath the floating banner's fold 
I see his step and bearing bold ; 
He bids the rattling drum be rolled 
For — Morus-Multicaulifi. 

An Editor came bouncing near, 
With devil flouncing in his rear ; 

" My aim to lay this brawl is" — 
Aloud he spoke : " Good folk, be still ; 
Fll raise a mania with my quill. 
That now shall stuff you to tlie fill 

With — ^Morus-Multicaulis." 

But* should for me all w^aaea sing) 
And thus Pegasua sfHread hss wingy 

Th^r music rather small is ; 
But smaller still I ween will be 
The octave of the minstreky, 
Of traders in the wondrous tree— 

The Morus-Multicaulis. 
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THE DEAD MARINER. 

Ah ! gone so soon ? So early ftom as fied 
To the deep regions of the graveless dead ? 
So suddenly ! without one parting look 
The saiWs soul its ocean journey took ! 

The oak that yesterday adorned the wood, 
Where, king of trees, erect and proud it stood, 
Gare of its falling signs ; and bowed and bent 
Its topmost foliage to the element ; 
The avalanche, that leaps its giddy height, 
Amid the horrors of ant-arctic night. 
Shakes frtMn its crust a sea of frosted peark, 
'Ere to the vale its mountain top it hurls ; 
And e'en the lightning in its earthward flash, 
Curves its bright warning of the thundat^s cra«h: 
But 'twas not so with thee ! That arm of thine, 
Gave from the billow's top no falling sign ; 
And from thy voice no thunder-peal awoke. 
When, white as snow, the surges o'er thee broke. 

So dies the mariner ! So rest thee, now. 
Youth of the manly fonn and open brow ! 
Thy home was on the sea. In early days, 
Sporting and antic in thy youthful plays, 
l%e pealing surges of New England's cUfb 
Have bade thee welcome in her buoyant skiflk 
Wide o'er the waves thy spirit swelled, thine eye 
Gleamed in the glory of the stonny sky ; 
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And when the tempest sprung the slender mast, 
And lightning-glances played amid the hlast ; 
When foaming mountains rolled their tide of stars, 
Like watery craters bursting o'er their bars ; 
Thy shout broke forth and mingled wild and free. 
And the stem tar dared do no more than thee. 

The ocean's breast shall rock his race of waves, 
And Naiads chant to them in mystic caves ; 
New England's peaks lift up as wont of yore 
Their rock-girt summits from the sounding shore ; 
But thou, O sailor ! once their sport and play. 
Hast, like their mists, forever passed away ! 

Ocean has myriad dead ; and millions siift 
In sudden perils on its craving brink. 
Reader ! what portion yet awaiteth thee. 
When God's last trump shall rend the peopl€Jd stfa? 
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THE MISSIONARY'S SONG. 

Go forth with precious seed, 

Children and friends of God ! 
Go forth among the sons of need, 

The path your Saviour trod : 
And in the strength of Him 

Let every soul be strong ; 
Nor let the eye of faith be dim, 

While bearing seed along. 

Oh ! cast it far and wide, 

O'er all the barren earth ; 
Faith's glowing sun and heaving tide, 

Shall bring the germ to birth. 
Though watered with your tears, 

And quivering with sighs. 
You yet shall see fhe golden ears 

In rich profusion rise. 

Then go, where mourners weep-— 

Where thoughtless dancers crowd — 
Go, wake the drunkard ficom his sleep, 

And climb the sailor's shroud : 
Pass not the wretched by, 

Nor turn the poor away. 
For Jesus left His throne on high, 

To save such worms as they. 
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THE STEP-MOTHER. 

Oh ! judge her not unkindly. She is one 
Whom the cold world too coldly looks upon. 
Like Pelion on Ossa, is she heaped 
With wrongs ; and every mole-hill of her faults. 
By slanderous hreath is to a mountain swelled. 
How often, in her melancholy lot, 
Do we forget the ever gracious law, 
And judge before the time ! We look to see 
Her err — ^we think her peevish and severe — 
We watch for partialities in her — 
As thii^ of course ; and her neglects all seem 
So studied, and designed for ill, we turn 
From her with loathing, and a deep mistrust 
Weary with watching she may be — ^way-worn 
With daily toils — sickened in all her frame, 
And sicker still at heart ; jshe may be filled 
With generous sympathies, and long to pour 
Their w^ome cturents forth ; but ah ! how few 
Share in her griefe, and open to her heart 
The outlet of its love! 

The desert waste 
Has many fountains choked with arid sands. 
Or overshadowed by entangled boughs, . 
Or hidden far amid the craggy rocks. 
Whose lucid waters, could they greet the light, 
And feel the genial touch of passing winds, 
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Would start to life a being unrevealed, 
And gleam and wave with beauties new and rare. 
Tis thus in life's wide wilderness. *Tis oft 
The sweetest, purest, brightest being here, 
Is deepest hidden from the world's blear eye. 
And from the Christian's dim and erring gaze. 

Then judge her not with harshness who is called 
To be a mother where she gave not birth. 
Beneath her sombre look, her distant gait. 
May slumber oft tlie choicest springs of life. 
They need but vent — ^but kindly welcomings — 
And they will flow to gladden all around. 
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TO THE FLAKES OF SNOW. 

Ye aie come ! ye are come! 

But from whenee do ye come ? 
And where in the bosom 

Of Space is your home ? 
Where your wanderings ceo^e 

As I gaselcantee — 
But where they began 

Is all hidden from tne. 



" We are come ! we are eome ! 

On the plumes of the air, 
Whence hoary old Tempest 

Growls hoarse in his lair ; 
Where he shakes o'er the heavens 

The chiystalized rain, 
As the lion shakes dew 

From the locks of his main.** 
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Ye are come ! ye are come ! 

And bow madly ye fly, 
Like lily-winged insects 

At fight in the sky; 
The clouds se^m to stoop 

With the treasures they bring, 
And to ibout as o'er Earth 

His white mantle they fliiif. 
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^ We ar^ come ! we are come 

From the hilla of the North, 
Where the Spirits of Wimer 

Are hurrying forth ; 
On the hroad-spreading wing>e 

Of the canopied gale, 
O'er the Sky, and the Earth, 

And the Ocean we saiL 

We are come ! at the nod 

Of Jehovah of Hosts, 
To humble proud man 

In the pride of his boasts; 
We are come ! like the shadows 

That over Him lower. 
To herald and worship 

The might of His power. 

We are come ! to awaken 

And scatter abroad 
The breathings of Mercy — 

The breath of the Lord ! 
That want may dissolve 

From the wretched away. 
As we melt and flow 

In the warm, sunny ray. 

We are come ! to teach lessons 
Ofwisdmntoall, 
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As we weave for CreatioH 

Its wintoy pall ; 
To admonish the thcrngbtless 

And giddy to hear 
The voices that speak 

In each vanishing year. 

We are come ! and we point 

As we come, to the grave, 
And whisper of Him 

Who is mighty to save ; 
That the cold, frozen showers 

We pour on the Earth, 
Like the tomh-giving life, 

Shall to Spring gives its hirth." 

Then welcome ! ay, welcome ! 

Ye tempests of snow — 
I greet ye with joy 

As careering ye go ; 
For I read in these flakes, 

As they flutter around, 
That I, like the Saviour, 

Shall spring from the ground. 
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THE STORM SPIRIT'S TALE OP 

THB LEXIirOTOir. 

1 SAW her loose from the anchored quay, 
And proudly steer on her wintry way, 
Her banner of smoke and of fire on the gale, 
Like a living thing that might never quaiL 
I saw her sweep by the siiips and shore, 
With her dashing wheels and her fieiy roar ; 
And the landsmen said, as she passed them by. 
Though she hath not wings she doth almost fly. 

I saw her out on the stormy Sound, 
And she leaped a score of waves at a bound; 
The land- ward hills grew faint and dim. 
And the light house rose with its distant glim. 
She leaped the waves as she bore along 
Her freight of wares and her mortal throng ; 
But they little thought in their gladsome cheer. 
That the bark they trod would become their bier. 
I saw her raiiks to their cabins crowd, 
And their step was fi^e, and their laugh was kud ; 
And they cried, as they heard and felt the boat, 
How swiftly and gaily we onward float! 

I saw a cloud fr(Hn the deck arise, 
And quietly soar to the evening skies ; 
*Twas a little cloud, as aloft it sped. 
But another arose and beneath it spread ; 
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And they grew and up rolled on the nightly air, 
Till the flame burst forth with a frightful glarfe. 

And O ! what a scene did I see there then, 
'Mid that crowd of children, and women, and men ! 
What sounds I heard in that awful hour 
When Fire and Frost were in sovereign power ! 
How wild and dread was the shriek I heard. 
More shrill than the cries of the storm sea-bird. 
As louder and deeper than roaring flame, 
Afar o'er the winds and waves it came ! 

Their step was bound, and their laugh was still, 
And the blood in their hearts grew clammy and chill ; 
For before was a tomb of consuming heat. 
And a freezing grave was beneath their feet ! 

I saw Beauty there o'er the icy tide, 
And she wept as Jarvis laid down and died ; 
I heard Freedom sigh from her bleeding breast, 
As FoLLEN was stretched in the deep to rest * 

But who can tell what I heard and saw 
That ni^t of the elements' terrible war; 
When the Flame and the Flood their weapons Atew, 
And a hundred souls were the prize in view P 
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THE HUSBAND TO HIS SICK WIFE. 

Wife of my youth ! since we were wed, 

'Tis now a half a score of years ; 
And oh ! how swiftly have they sped 

With us the path of smiles and tears I 
I see thee now as when we rose 

And vowed before the nuptial shrine- 
When, for a life of weals and woes, 

Thy hand— thy heart I had— was mine. 

Dear wife ! throug-h what a chequered scene, 

Since then, have we together passed ! 
See ! light and shade close intervene, 

The placid calm, the howling blast I 
But, Mary ! in the clouds that swept 

On wings of gloom athwart our sky, 
How many mercies sweetly slept. 

To pour upon us from on high ! 

The darkest storm-cloud often bears 

The brightest rainbow on its breast ; 
So, to the Christian, gloomiest cares 

Are oft with loveliest joys imprest ; 
Each cloud becomes, like Israel's, 

A bow of tints, a spire of light, 
Guiding through Life's bewildering dells, 

A shield by day — a lamp by night f 
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Maiy ! I see thee drooping now ; 

I hear thee moaning by my side ; 
The light is fading on thy brow — 

Thy life-spring ebbing in its tide : 
But, Mary ! thoa bast light that thrown 

A lustre on foreshadowed things — 
A well of life that gently flows 

From pure and everlasting springs ! 

Yes, Mary ! 'tis a blissful thought, 

That we together pass away, 
Like kindred clouds in union broughti 

To meet and fade at close of day ; 
One cloud may linger in the sky, 

When its companion-cloud is gone ; 
How sweet to think they join on high. 

And rise together at the dawn ! 
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MOSES WRITING IN THE WILDERNESS. 

The hosts of Israel were journeying^. 
Far in the desert waste they travelled on ; 
Pitched their white tents, and reared their altars up, 
Built the high architrave, and spread the folds 
That fell around the ark and holy place. 
Up the steep mountain sides, low in the vales, 
The tahemacle hore its covering, 
And gave to God its incense and its songs. 

Above it stood the pillar in the sky, 
A fleecy cloud, by day — by night, a fire — 
A lustrous fire that threw unearthly light 
On mountain summits and in vaJleyed shades, 
And poured peculiar glory on the spot 
Where Moses sat — the penman of his God f 
O, wondrous scene ! There sat the hoary man, 
; Begirt with glorious beams, in audience 
I With God himself! He talked with Him, and wrote 
The very words God spake in mercy there. 
O, awful presence of the awful One ! 
*Twas like a cloud ; and yet it came unseen : 
rTwas like a voice ; yet whence to Mm it spoke 
Not even Moses knew, nor dared to ask : 
Twas like a light ; a brilliant, focal light; 
And yet no light had ever like it shone : 
Nor sun, nor moon, nor yet the fairest star. 
Twas God in present interview with man ; 
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Jehovah talking with a sinful worm ; 
An emanation &om the eternal throne ; 
An accent from the voice that fills all space ; 
An earth-thrown lustre from the Majesty 
Of Heaven, and Earth, and Hell ! 

There Moses sat. 
Beneath the halo of the Eternal's brow, 
And wrote wth holy skill what God inspired. 
The Present was as if it had not been; 
Surrounding scenes passed from his wrapt survey, 
And all the Past came rushing into view. 
' The wilderness to him was peopled full 
Of all created things that time first saw. 
The ranks of tents, the crowds of worshippers 
Flitted like shadows from his distant gaze, 
And in their place stood forth the living God ! 

All chaos was before him. High, and broad, 
And deep as broad, the unformed void appeared ! 
Above, below, around, beyond, no ray 
Gleamed on the darkness that empalled him in ! 
Night was not made, nor day ; and Moses, clothed 
In unborn glooms, with Inspiration's eyes 
Beheld the birthplace of the Universe. 
He saw the Spirit of his God unfold 
His mighty pinions through the dark expanse. 
The laboring deep formed as He swept along. 
The solid mountains lifted up thehr heads. 
And shook their shaggy tresses from the flood. 
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The valleys bent where the live sea rolled down, 
And gave its thickening surges to the plains ; 
And they, repelling, piled the ledgy hills. 
Pealing in grandeur through the obedient mass, 
Bursting the sepulchres of buried worlds, 
The listening chaos heard the voice of God. 

O, scene of wonder to the holy man! 
All things that are, in earth, and sky, and sea, 
From the leviathan that cleaves the deep, 
To the least atom in the tiny drop ; 
From the huge mastadon that strides by roods, 
To the moth insect crushed beneath his tread ; 
From the great sun emblazoning the vault, 
To the lone star that twinkles in its ray : 
Moses beheld, and, wondering, wrote for God« 
And O, when Adam started into life, 

I When Eve beside him in the garden stood. 
How strange the vision seemed \ And when they broke 

; The human solitude, and led the note 
That swelled spontaneous from Nature's voice. 
How did his spirit catch the primal song, 
And join the chorus of tl|B sons of God ! 

Forgotton was the host in midnight prayer, 
The shout of halleluiahs in the camp. 
The march by day of early marshalled m^ 
The gorgeous pennons fluttering in the gale ; 
All that he saw, all that he heard, or knew, 
Was the creative fiat of his God! 
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THE FACTORY GIRL. 

I PASSED her in the factory room, 

A girl of modest mien ; 
An empress of the subject loom, 

Of marshalled threads the queen. 

She fixed no idle gaze on me, 

But, busy ^kh her toil» 
Tuned the swift spindle's nunstr^y, 

And wove the sheeted coU. 

O, there was mind that room within — 
Mind — ^mind ! — that glorious thing ; 

There stood its shrine amid the din- 
There burned its offering! 

And thought was tibere — iminnrtii theugbt! 

Beside the j«ttiiy's ply ; 
The texture of thm «cnd— inwioii||itt 

With impulse strong and lugli ! 

It pictured on the stony walls 

The roseate heights of Fame ; 
Wreathed the girl's brow with coronals, 

And scrolled aloft her name ! 

The child of sortow hath in her 

A solace and a fHend ; 
And no sincerer warshipper 

Doth at God's altan betnL 
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Go, stand before that humble one, 

Go, watch her by her loom, 
And learn how much the soul has done, 

Within the factory room. 



THE PILGRIM'S REST. 
Home of the weaiy I I shall rest 

On thy couch of light ere long ; 
And my soul, in angel plumage drest, 
Shall fold its wings on the Savior's breast; 

And sing the seraph song. 

Oh ! soon may I leave this thraldom clay, 

This sin-lit vault of time ; 
To bathe in the light of a sinless ray, 
And kneel unto God an eternal day. 

As He reigns in the Heavenly clime. 

Look up ! the world and Hell may frown, 

But they ply their arts in vain ; 
Lo<^ up ! Jehovah in smiles looks down- 
Look up! in His hand is a golden crown — 
Oh ! murmur never again ! 
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HEAVEN^a OWN CHILD. 

O ! WHO would grope firom tbe immortal light, 
; Back through the shadowe of our mortal night ? 
Who would exchange the vistas of the blest, 
The holy Eden where the weary rest, 
For mazy gulis, empalled in clouds of gloom, 
The sin-curst desert of a restless doom? 
Happy the early dead ! Happy the beam 
That melts, at rising, into glory's stream I 
If glory's flood can o'er probation roll, 
Bathe with its ntdiance the uptisifig ftoul. 
Gild, teiam the throne of God, our darkened fjdieie, 
And lift the man to be an angel's peer; 
What scenes await, where glory has no bounds, 
But rolls imchecked etemity^s profounds ! 

O, child ! who would reeali thee to our world F 
Who wish to see thine angel-plaiaage fui^ed? 
Who would transform the angel to the mMV 
Or bind the endless with the ending span ? 
What could a Boardman do in human guise, 
Like what a Boardman does in Paradise ? 
Child at the throne of God! Child 'mid (he host 
Of eariy dead the ranks of seraf^ boast ! 
We would not rob thee of thy priceless croWn; 
We would not pluck a living Pleiad down — 
We would not bear a harp from nigh the throne — 
Nay, child ! we cannot wish for Heaven's own ! 
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tills GRAVE. 
Within thy creaking gates, O, tomb ! 

Our buried all most soon repose ; 
Death thrust us through thy doors of gloom, 

And bolt and bar them as tibey elose. 

Year after year shall roll away, 
And pile their records where we lie ; 

Above our dust the throng will stray, 
And some, perchance, may stop and sigh. 

The tameless tteH fliay be 6m grave: 
Uncoffined in the lone, wild de^|», 

Our winding sheeft BMty be &d Wave, 
And the cold pillow where we sleep. 

Navies may diah above us there^ 
Commerce unfold her canvass ploaie } 

The shock of war stnn ocean's aii^. 
And blood-red light our vault illume. 

Dread monsters, who forever prey 

On the rich treasures of the sea. 
May bear us to their haunts away ; 

Our burial with them be. 

In the broad desert we may lie, 
And o'er us rise the drifting sands ; 

No tablet publish where we lie, 
Nor friendly shroud entwine its bands. 
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The forest solitudes may rest 
In awful silence o'er our head: 

Thick roots of trees may clasp our breajst, 
And roaming herds our ashes tread. 

Beneath the Babel throne of trade, 
Where monarch gold keeps tyrant CQurt, 

Our pitied clay may fill the spade, 
Of mammon, and old Time the sport 

Warm, mingled tears of love and grief 
May :glisten on our lowly sod ; 

And yearning hearts find sad relief, 
Where gentle feet have softly trod. 

The summer's breath, the winter's gale. 
May moan above our burial spot. 

And voices sweetly with them wail: 
" The dead beloved are ne'er forgot" 

What boots it all ? Why do we care 
What grave the body may restrain? 

What needs the soul but heaven's own air. 
And fireedom fi^m earth's galling chain? 

light up the cell with dazzling blaze, 
Adorn it with all gorgeous dyes ; 

'TIS dismal to the captive's gaze, 
A mocking phantom in his eyes. 
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8uch u tke grave to mortels here ! 

Such is the Atheist's prison cell ! 
Love turns to lust — ^hope turns to fear — 

£2arth changes to a human hell! 

Oh! the immortal light ^t gleams 
Upon the grave, from God on high ! 

Read, Atheist! in its glorious beams: 
" The soul of man caii never die !" 

When earth shall pass beneath His tread, 

And time shall perish at His nod, 
The bolted portals of the dead 

Shall open at the voice of God ! 
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THE INDIAN CfflEF. 



How beautifU the scene ! The eye of day 
Is closing fast Its parting tints of dun 
And safiron gild thk serried waves afloat 
On Erie's tide. Around the sky axe spread 
Far deeper hues ; for see ! its lashes tinge 
Each pictured cloud with shadowings of blood. 

On yonder clif^ which proudly towers on high. 
And bares its sununit to the storm's embrace, 
E2rect in all the grandeur of his sires, 
Stands the bold chieftain of a tribe renowned 
In western wilds. His lofly brow is plumed 
With trophies rarely spoiled ; down from his broad 
And giant shoulder hangs, in skin of wolf. 
The white man's polished instrument of death. 

A scarlet robe is folded on his breast. 
With uncouth figures wrought in beads thereon ; 
His wampum belt embraces close his form, 
And from its edge peers forth, like eye of beast 
Of prey from prairie's shrubless mound, the head 
Of silvered, swifl>winged tomahawk. One hand, 
In playful dalliance, twirls a tush-formed oar; 
And now when through his brain a sudden freak 
Revolves, the other grasps it in its folds. 
And drives it furious in the grassy soiL 
His eagle eye is fixed with earnest gaze. 
On the loved hills which distant range along ; 
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Or dwells in turo upon the foam-capt surge 
That rolls its cadence on the rocks below. 

Unstrung his bow ; his quiver arrowless ; 
For both have waged unequal contest hard. 
Beside the beach, extended far to view, 
Is moored the fkiry olBfepring of his hand — 
The light velocipede of watery paths — 
Waiting the bidding of her savage lord. 

The sun is set— the war-chief seeks the straild. 
One fleeting moment sounds his lofty tread 
Upon the cliff's dark peak ; another hails 
Him standing by his barge, his brawny arms 
Reposing there upon her sculptured prow. 

Not long he stands ; but springing forward now, 
With a deer^s bound, adroitly poised, he gains 
Her centre-step, and launches from the shore. 

Now, mingling wildly with the misty gale, 
His untaught numbers burst upon the ear : 

" The voice of the whirlwind 

Is dreary and loud, 
And an ensign of Fate 

Streams from yonder dark cloud ! 
On the wings of the tempest 

In vengeance I fly, 
To summon my brothers 

To conquer or die ! 
The breakers are heaving 

A mountain-like spray, 

^ ^ 
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And tlw f iesni of tile vatehofiis 
Ib fading liway! 

The lake-bird ecaarce flutt^v 

The plumes on its fonOy 
And wheels in low circuita 

To flee from the ftoim ; 
The pale lace's c«tfcer 

Is scudding afar, 
And its decks have been swept 

Of each cwnbezing spmr ; 
But I from the danger 

Am shielded and free ; 
The Great Spirit's pinion 

Is shadowed o'er me I 

The Great Spirit's eye 

Marks the hope of my soul, 
And in vain round my head 

^lall the deep waters rolL 
I go to the land 

Of my dai^-visioned mres, 
Again to rekindle 

T%e red battle-fires ; 
I go to strike home ^ 

In the merciless fight. 
And slake my hot thirst 

In the blood of the white ! 
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The w^x-mgae^fftre^jmr 

Shall iy tbxoogh the ak, 
And each hoaiy sachem 

Be roused from his lair ! 
From murmuring streamlet 

To loud roaring river, 
Shall ring the Aill charge 

Of the death-laden qcQver ; 
The high bounding buck 

Shall again be brought low, 
And his strong sinews wreathed 

Round the glossy long bow. 
The tomahawk's edge 

Shall be tested anew, 
And each poisoned messenger 

I^o¥e4 to be true ! 

Again shall the scalping-knife 

Crimson its blade, 
And prostrate in gore 

The dead foeman be laid ; 
The yell of the victor 

Again shall be heard^ 
And be borne through the air 

Bf oar own mountain-bird ; 
The wild dance of conquest 

Again shall be free, 
And gather in rings 

Round the big council tree ! 
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Then onward ! then onward ! 

My gallant canoe! 
Dash fearless and swiftly 

The white surges through! 

« * * 

But hark ! there's a voice 

Pours its tones in mine ear ! 
A Spirit unseen 

Now commands me to heax ! 
Tis the summons of Fate ! 

But I heed not its charge — 
Still onward ! fast onward ! 

My own trusty barge ! " 
« # * * • * 

A shriek ! ha ! what a fearful, savage shriek 
Sweeps in unearthly sounds the waters o^er ! 
Tis the last cadence of the warrior's song! 

Mark yonder wave that rises to the hefiven»^ 
Upon its crest floats, helmless and alone, 
That slender thing which dared a torrenfs power ;- 
But the dread one who here began his voyage ; 
And on the angry tide within her flew — • 
Ah ! where is he ? Go, ask the Western Lake ! 
The Western Lake replies : Ah I whsWK is he ! 
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PARTING AT SEA, 
They hove the topsail back. The ressel lay 

Like a proud bird upon the swelling deep; 
AH waited now a blessing on the way, 

Which they through other and far climes must keep. 

We gathered aft Each with uncovered head, 
Prepared to hear the sacred voice of prayer ; 

'Twas silent all ; and not a sailoi^s tread 
Broke on the stillness of the morning air. 

The man of God stood up. His hands were raised ; 

Upward he turned his eye — dimmed with a tear ; 
And as, with ocean's voice. His name he praised, 

He called the presence of Jehovah near. 

He prayed; that holy man, God's hand might guide 
The stately bark through every trying hour ; 

That HE would ever watch and calm the tide, , 
When lashed to fuiy by the tempest's power. 

Oh ! strong and deep, and tender wbB the prayer. 
That they, in turn, would ever think of Him ; 

Him, in the hollow of whose hand they were ; 
Whose breath, alone, could make them sink or swim. 

He pnojrtd for their return. That they might oome, 
Saved from the dangers of the stormy main ; 

Laden with blessings, to their welcome home, 
To bid afflicted Mends be glad again. 

m » 
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They iquaied away* Now eveiy spar was dressed 
In canvas^ wings, 5h wilieh SO swift she flew, 

That, ere tiie sun had gcme befaii&d the west, 
All traces of the bark were lo^ to view. 



GENESIS 1: 2. 
SpiRi*r c^ God! I bow to Thee 

The homage of my imnost soul! 
Bid darkness from its Ufe-spring fl^, 

Ahd m Thy light its waters roH! 
Wake from its emblyo depths the iipringfl 
Of nrasic's pure immaginings; 
That I may raise my powers to Thee, 
In songs of grateful melody. 

I hail k hew creation^ dawn — 
The vanishing of Being's night; 

The coming of my spini^B mom^ 
1m God's own Son's redeeming light! 

The pinions df my direst Foe 

No more their gloom shall round me throw | 

Or hover, with a blighting curst, 

Wliere life's youn^ fonnt^ns joyous bttnt ! 

l*he fiat has gone forth ! My heart 
Beams with the Sun of Righteousness ! 
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And in its Jaeayep new glories st^ 

To shine, .to gladden, and to bless!. 
Come, then, my harp ! Thee I employ 
To waft on high my lay of joy — 
Wake ! catch the Seraph-notes of peace. 
Which once begun shall never cease. 

Yes ! when yon bright and glorions sphei«t 

Are hurled in ^al chaos -down ; 
Creation^ stript of all its yean, 

Dies in the great Jehovah's frown : 
Then shall my Being spring to life, 
With Faith's creative glories rife ! 
For Qod new spirit-worlds will give, 
Where I with Him shall ever live ! 
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If it be true that those beloved of Heaven 
Are earliest to the gravels cold bosom given, 
We should not marvel he so soon has fled, 
Whose youthful form lies low among the dead. 
God loved him. Should He not then show His love 
Where it can beist be shown, with Him 4bote ? 
He loved his virtues. Where can virtuef shine 
So fair, so pure, as in the reakos divine ? 
God loves the poor in spirit ; and on Mm 
He put a crown among the Ben^ihim. 
God loves the Christian mooroer ; and H6 fiil(»l 
With comfort the yoaiig heart thi^ death hm cMUed. 
God loves the faimgering, thintiiig icml fhtt lott|^ 
To feed on angels' food, to drink their songs ; 
And at His feet, all panoplied with grace, 
He gave the panting youth a welcome place. 
God loves the pure in heart ; hence he doth fee 
The God-revealings of eternity ; 
He, the peace-maker, now the child at rest, 
In peaceful sweetness on his Father's bresflt 
Oh! mourn not, then, for him. Why should we 
That mourning spirit up U> glory borne; 
Why seek the casket, buried in the dust. 
While the bright jewel sparkles with the just ? 
No! let us live like him, and like him die ; 
That we may reign and praise with him on high. 
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THE OGfiT Ot LiPfi. 

** Then niake Jepni ; T an th« liglit of the world ; fan that follow- 
•th OM thai! not walk in darknMc, bat thtll have tin light of life.'* 
JoMir8;19. 

There's a light on the shrine 

Of the Genius of Fame, 
That she waves where her fane^ 

Have their gloiy unfurled ; 
But it bums with a mocking 

And flickering flame, 
And dies 'mid the damps 

From the graves of the wodd. . 

There's light l^M high 

On the TUmj^arts of Power, 
Where her bk>od-clott»d hattlet&ents 

Frown on the sky ; 
But that ray shall sink down 

With each tottering tower, 
And dark 'mid the doo!h 

Of the universe lie. 

There's a light gleaming out 
From thecofiers of Wealth, 
And gilding with lustre her pompous amy ; 
But its gleam shall all &de 
When with fiery stealth 
Eternity hurries Time's treasures away. 
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These lighto of the earth \ 

Are but tapers of Death, 
And burn from miasmas 

That kill as they glow ; 
They live by a vapor, 

They die by a breath, 
And lure all who trust them 

To darkness and wo. 

But the light of the cross 

Is the lamp of our life. 
And higher shall blaze 

As Death's tapers go down ; 
'Twill guide, when the elements 

Die in their ^ife. 
To heaven's sure riches, 

Its temple and crown i 
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